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Incubation 


You had never been in a Mystery Dungeon before. 


You grew up knowing about them of course. Your parents and your 
teachers and your neighbors were always talking about them. You'd 
hear them say how a new dungeon sprouted in the Prism Cave just 
a horizon away from home and dyed its shimmering crystals an 
odious black that no longer refracts idyllic light across the stalactites. 
Or that a dungeon somehow corrupted the Brackish River flowing 
just outside of town and twisted it into an underwater labyrinth 
stretching forever into oblivion, offering no salvation from its 
perpetuating corridors. 


Dungeons would be all anyone would want to talk about whenever a 
new one corrupted a section of the peaceful landscape. Like a storm 
cloud, dungeons brought with them a nervous clamor that enveloped 
your hometown for many days or weeks. 


You were a good Zangoose of course. You stayed away from the 
uncanny distortions like Mom and Dad always told you to. Only 
scouts from the guilds dared to venture deep into these dungeons 
brimming with vicious Pokémon. Everyone hesitated to even call 
them Pokémon, for they couldn't speak. Their tongues had been 
silenced and only guttural growls could escape their throats. 
Because of this, many believed these entities were malicious spawn 
of the dungeons that mimicked the forms of Pokémon. 


You stayed away from the Mystery Dungeons like you were 
supposed to. You were a good girl. 


But then you became a scout for the Evermore Guild. You became 
one because it was good pay and you knew how to take care of 
yourself. Your parents begged you to reconsider, but you didn't 
listen. You left home and made the five day journey to the guild. You 
were accepted quickly due to the reputation of your species. It also 


helped that your claws were dexterous, something many Pokemon 
envied. 


Now, after fifteen years of avoiding the dreaded labyrinths, you will 
be entering your very first Mystery Dungeon. But you are not alone. 


You are with the team you had liked most when you had joined the 
guild. If a Pokémon joins a guild by themselves, they are given a list 
of registered teams they can become a part of. You chose a team of 
three who had only been registered for a year. You liked their name, 
Team Invictus, because it was simple yet got the point across. You 
also liked the three members themselves, who are about to enter the 
dungeon with you right now. 


The leader is a Tyrunt named Meteora. She's currently taking up the 
front of the team as a good leader should. Despite having such 
stubby arms, she's the one in charge of the team bag. She has the 
strap looped around one of her massive fangs and lets the bag 
dangle under her jaw. It's an unorthodox way to carry the bag, but it 
gets the job done. 


Her partner is a Furfrou named Grey. He looks nothing like the 
Furfrou you had seen growing up. You almost didn't realize he was 
Furfrou when you first met him in the flesh. All of the Furfrou back 
home had their fur trimmed in a variety of styles, ranging from 
elaborate and dainty, to foppish and gaudy. Some had even dyed 
parts of their fur different colors, turning their ankles pink and their 
ears green. Almost all of them sheared off the fur from their ears, 
allowing everyone to see their black skin. 


Grey had done none of these things. Not a single strand of fur had 
been trimmed from his body or cut in such a way that he appeared to 
be wearing a hat. His entire body from head to toe was covered in 
his dense white fur, making him almost indistinguishable from a 
Wooloo. He says he abhors styling his fur. He says a Furfrou looks 
most elegant and dignified in its natural coat. You've come to agree 
to this. 


Grey is staring ahead at the looming dungeon, tail wagging in short 
strokes. He can probably smell all of the denizens within the 
labyrinth. You can't tell if he's anxious or excited. Meteora says you 
can always tell Grey's mood based on the way he wags his tail and 
how high it's raised, but all of his wags look the same to you. Of 
course, you have only known Grey for five days, so maybe you need 
more time. 


Last in the group is Camellia, a young Emogla who had only joined 
the team a year before you did. She follows closely behind Meteora 
like a shadow. She's quiet and doesn't say much unless you address 
her directly, but you like that. You've never liked noisy Pokémon. 


All three of them are your teammates and though you have known 
them for only a short time, you think you'll get along with these 
Pokémon for years to come. You just hope that when they get more 
members, if they do, they'll also be agreeable. 


The dungeon itself is quite the sight. It's called Oakwood Forest, a 
once quiet and quaint place that the hatchlings in Evergreen Village 
would visit to collect berries or honey from the Combee hives that 
called these woods home. When the Mystery Dungeon curse settled 
upon the forest, it warped the landscape hideously. The oaks had 
their branches twisted into uncanny shapes that resembled 
sharpened claws and coiled snakes. The soft green leaves that once 
filled the canopies shriveled away. Strange, gaping holes drilled 
themselves into the trunks of the trees. Sticky black sap oozed from 
these holes and dribbled down the bark like sludge. Now the once 
peaceful forest has become a source of nightmares. 


Thankfully, it was a short dungeon, only seven sectors long. So 
though the dungeon made your skin crawl, you took comfort in 
knowing you wouldn't be in there for very long. 


Your team stops at the dungeon's entrance. You think you hear a 
deep moaning from within, but no one else seems to notice it. You 
keep quiet since you're either hearing things or this phenomenon is 
expected, yet harmless. 


"Alright, let's review what we're doing here," Meteora then says. "We 
all know why we're here?" 


"We're honey collecting," Grey says flatly. "We were promised a 
thousand Poké for every comb of honey found." 


"That's right," Meteora says with a broad smile. "| don't know how 
much honey we're going to find, but if any of you see any hives 
before Grey does, you say the word. Any questions?" 


"Won't the Combee attack us if we take their honey?" Camellia asks 
quietly, her ears folded against her head. "I've heard they're very 
protective..." 


"That's right, that's why you need to point out when you see honey 
instead of barging toward the hive," Meteora says. "We'll see how 
big the hive is, and then we'll have Lyssa here distract the Combee 
with some of her fire." 


The little Emogla turns to you, looking up at you in awe. She 
probably wonders how you're able to make fire when you're a 
normal-type. However, she doesn't ask because she doesn't know 
how to talk to you yet. You can't blame her; you're much taller than 
her and you have sharp claws that look intimidating to anyone. 


"Flamethrower," you tell her, just to appease her obvious curiosity. 
"It's a move | learned from a Monferno friend." 


She nods her head. Meteora looks over everyone with a slow nod, 
then looks back to the dungeon. She takes a deep breath, then 
walks into the black hole in the dense woods that is the entrance. 
Grey follows after her without hesitation. Camellia gives youa 
nervous glance over before following behind Grey, though with 
softer, slower steps. 


You glance over the forest again. You don't want to go inside. Now 
you know why everyone feared the dungeons. 


The dungeon is alive. 


You hear it breathing. You hear it moving. You hear it sighing. You 
hear it whispering. It whispers to you but you don't know what it 
says. You only know that it wants you, that it needs you. 


You know you should turn away, but you can't. You are a scout now. 
You have a team that needs you. You signed up for this. 


You take a moment to collect yourself, then follow your team into the 
labyrinth. 


The woods are quiet; those are your first thoughts. 


Most forests have some semblance of noise, whether it be through 
birds chirping or rodents scurrying up trees and chittering at each 
other. Not this forest. The dungeon has stripped away all the sounds 
of these woods. There isn't even a breeze to sway the trees. It's just 
quiet. You don't even hear the dead branches snapping under your 
paws. 


That's why it startles you when Meteora starts speaking again, 
breaking the spell of eternal silence upon this wretched labyrinth. 


"Good, we're all here," she says happily. "Time to get a move on. 
Remember everyone, stick together. Don't go wandering off, no 
matter what happens." 


You think that's an obvious rule, but then you remember the stories 
you've heard about groups splitting up on adventures. Pokemon 
didn't even need to go into Mystery Dungeons for that to become a 
problem. 


"Since this is your first time in a dungeon, Lyssa, | figured I'd let you 
know that we have a particular way about how we travel in 
dungeons," Meteora then says to you. "We tend to walk in a single 
file line since the corridors can get pretty cramped. Normally I'd have 


someone like you take up the rear of the group since you seem 
pretty strong and alert, but since this is your first time, you can follow 
behind Grey. He's taking the lead today since his nose is perfect for 
this mission." 


She then sets her bag down and awkwardly reaches inside before 
pulling out a dry honeycomb. Grey bends down and sniffs the wax 
for a few seconds before nodding, prompting Meteora to bag the 
wax. 


You approach the Furfrou and stand right behind him. Camellia then 
takes her place behind you, followed with Meteora taking her place 
behind the Emolga. A line has been formed now, a formation that'll 
be kept for the entire journey if it can be helped. 


"Alright we're looking good to me!" Meteora says. "Let's go team! 
And Lyssa, if you have any questions, don't be scared to ask! 
Dungeons can be pretty scary, but they're not so bad once you figure 
them out. They're really not that different from caves to be honest." 


You don't think caves are alive or made up of multiple corridors and 
rooms, but you don't mention that. Besides, these three have been 
inside many dungeons without you. Maybe dungeons lose their 
uncanniness the more you explore them and discover patterns, 
making them mundane and predictable. 


You and the others begin exploring and search for Combee hives. Or 
rather, you follow behind Furfrou as he keeps his nose high to the 
air, searching for even the faintest whiff of honey. You don't know 
how well his nose can pick up on scents that are off the ground, but 
everyone seems confident in his abilities. 


You hear moving again. This time, you know it isn't the dungeon 
moving. Something else, something like you is prowling through the 
trees. You think you even smell it, a musky scent that most furred 
Pokémon have. You peer into the darkness between the trees, but 
you see nothing. Whatever it is, it doesn't want to be seen. Your 
claws slide out of your paws before you know it.. 


Grey raises his tail high into the air and promptly picks up his pace. 
You hurry with the rest of the team and follow the Furfrou down a 
long corridor before emerging into a new chamber. At the center of 
this chamber rests a giant oak tree, one so large that it could be 
mistaken for the Xerneas tree. Dangling from one of the thick 
branches is a giant hive bustling with Combee. A low buzzing sound 
fills the air around you. You can smell the honey yourself now, a 
thick, sweet smell that makes your mouth water. You had your 
doubts that these Combee could actually make honey when they 
might not even be real Pokémon, but the honey's scent proves 
otherwise. No illusion could be so convincing. 


"Good job, Grey!" Meteora says in a hushed tone. "Now we just need 
to distract all these Combee so they don't get agitated. Let's see... 
anyone see any branches we can burn around here?" 


Grey and Camellia begin looking around, prodding the dirt with their 
paws for loose branches. You keep staring at the hive, wondering if 
this will work. Smoke does pacify Combee, you know this. Yet, there 
are so many Combee here. There has to be at least a hundred here. 
Not only that, but these are not real Combee. These are Mystery 
Dungeon creatures, abominations that only pretended to be 
Pokmon. There was no guarantee that these Combee would react to 
the smoke the same way as a real Combee would. They could 
instead become agitated and attack all of you at once asa 
maddening swarm of stingers. 


You're about to voice your concerns when you hear it again. You 
hear the footsteps behind the trees and you smell the musky scent. 
You stand on your hind legs and raise your claws. Whatever is there, 
you need to take it out. It'll soook the Combee or attack your team 
while they're busy foraging. 


You wait a second, two seconds, then leap into the dense forest. 
You see a Manectric was the one stalking you. You expect him to run 


when you see him like a wild Pokémon would, but he surprises you. 
He snarls and pounces at you. He moves too fast for you and closes 


the distance between you. You scream as he sinks his fangs into 
your arm. You swipe your claws across his head but his grip doesn't 
loosen. He only bites harder and swings his head around violently 
like he intends to rip off your arm. 


You puncture your claws into his shoulder this time. You dig them in 
deep, all the way up to the fur on your paws. You think you feel bone 
scratching against your clawtips. He finally releases you with a howl 
and backpedals, pulling himself free from your claws. Blood gushes 
down his side. Yet he shows no signs of backing away. Any other 
Pokémon would turn tail and run when injured this seriously. Not this 
Manectric. He's snarling at you and sparks are flying from his fur. 
You now realize why so many Pokémon believe these are just 
abominations or apparitions pretending to be Pokémon. 


He lunges at you again and aims for your neck. You realize now he 
won't stop until he's dead. You can't simply scare him off like you 
would with a feral. He's a danger to everyone until he's a corpse. So 
you step out of the way and dig your claws into his neck again, 
aiming for his jugular. His howl turns into a whimper and he falls 
limp. Blood pools underneath him and around your feet. 


You kick the body to make sure it doesn't get back up. When it 
remains motionless, you release a deep breath and let your 
shoulders fall. You look at your arm to see that you're still bleeding. 
There are several puncture wounds in the shape of an arc where the 
Manectric bit you. Now that the adrenaline is no longer flowing 
through your veins, the bite is beginning to hurt now. It aches and 
burns as though your flesh were on fire. You groan as you retract 
your claws and cover the bite with your free paw. You hope that your 
teammates packed an oran berry. 


You make your way back to your team on your hind legs. They have 
found the branch they wanted and are excitedly wondering how 
much honey they can get from this hive. The moment they see you, 
the cheery atmosphere changes. Camellia goes pale all over. 
Meteora flinches back with a grimace. Grey tenses and his fur 
stands up on end. The Combee mercifully don't hear the commotion. 


"Oh gods, Lyssa!" Meteora cries as she hurries over to you and digs 
through the bag frantically. "What happened to you?" 


"There was a Manectric," you tell her as you show her the wound. "I 
heard him in the trees behind us and went after him. He and | got 
into a fight." 


"He got you real good. Oh Lyssa, you've got blood everywhere," 
Meteora said pitifully as she pulled out a blue berry. "Here, eat this." 


You reach forward and take the oran from her claws and bite down 
on it. The pain starts to subside, but the bleeding isn't stopping. 
Thankfully, Meteora is on that too. She takes out a scarf from the 
bag and presses it to your wound. 


"Hold that there for a few minutes and the bleeding should stop," she 
tells you. 


"Sh-Should we go home?" Camellia asks nervously. "She's bleeding 
a lot and | don't want anything to happen to Lyssa..." 


"No, it's fine," you assure her. "The bite isn't that bad. | don't even 
feel light headed." 


"You sure?" Meteora asks as she looks you over. "It's alright if we 
use an Escape Orb and take you to Nurse Remedy." 


"I'm fine," you say again. "Let's continue the mission." 


No one seems to believe you, but they don't argue with you. They 
only hand you the branch they had gathered and explain what the 
plan is. By the time they're done explaining everything, the bleeding 
has stopped and your arm only throbs now. 


The mission goes smoothly. Every time you light a branch on fire and 
let the smoke rise into the hives, the Combee hurriedly gather to the 
center of the hive and are too busy gathering honey for a sudden 
evacuation to even notice Camellia climbing the tree and stealing 


some of their honey. She might as well have become invisible to 
them. 


You and your team end up finding two hives by the time you stand at 
the dungeon's exit. Your team has gathered five combs total from 
these hives, which will give you a decent reward for their efforts. 
You're the one carrying all of the combs and you're looking forward 
to jarring these things up. Honey is stuck to your paws and its 
stickiness disgusts you. You're going to take a bath as soon as you 
go home and rid your fur of the honey. All of the blood needs to be 
washed off too. 


"Good work everybody," Meteora says with a big smile as she looks 
everyone over. "Especially you, Camellia. Good job getting all of that 
honey from those Combee." 


"Oh it was no big deal..." she says bashfully. "It was a little scary 
being around all those Combee though and feeling like they'd attack 
me at any moment..." 


"Well I'm sure you could have given them a good zap if they got too 
close," Meteora says with a giggle. "| bet you could have knocked 
them all out with a good Discharge." 


Camellia rubs her paws together as she laughs as well, but more 
nervously. 


"Do we want to go inside the dungeon again before return to the 
guild?" Grey then asks. "We still have time before it gets dark." 


"Nah, | think we've got enough," Meteora says. "Five's a good 
amount and plus | do want to take Lyssa to Nurse Remedy and 
make sure her injuries aren't too bad." 


You unwrap the scarf around your arm and take a look at your 
wound. It has long stopped bleeding and scabbing has formed. Your 
arm does feel sore, but the pain has long since faded. 


"I'm fine, really," you tell the Tyrunt. "| don't need to see the nurse." 


"Well | guess your injury doesn't look too bad..." she says as she 
eyes your wound warily. "I'm just a little worried, that's all. It looks like 
such a nasty bite." 


"It looks worse than it is," you assure her. 


"Alright, alright," she says with a defeated sigh. "I still say we just go 
home though. I'm happy with what we got here." 


Grey shrugs dismissively. Camellia doesn't say anything but does 
look relieved to go home. She obviously didn't like stealing honey 
while being surrounded by at least a hundred Combee at once. So 
with all four of you in agreement, you go through the exit and leave 
the dungeon. 


Relief fills you as the sunlight hits your fur again. Pleasant shudders 
ripple across your body, The oppressive air of the dungeon no longer 
has a hold around you. Your teammates also seem to feel this same 
relief, sighing contently and smiling at a job well done and a safe 
escape from the mysterious labyrinth. You reflect that the dungeon 
wasn't nearly as hellish on the inside as your family used to make it 
out to be. The unnatural silence and rabid Manectric were unnerving, 
but other than that, the dungeon was no different from any other 
forest. 


Maybe Meteora is right and you'll grow used to these Mystery 
Dungeons with time, treating them no differently than desolate 
caves. 


You look back at the dungeon and realize you have emerged from 
the same place you went in. The sight of that makes the fur on the 
back of your neck stand up. You know you didn't walk around in 
circles. There were sectors that went deeper into the forest. Yet you 
are back at the entrance, as though you had never entered in the 
first place. 


"You're surprised, aren't you?" Grey asks from behind, noticing how 
you stare at the dungeon so intensely. 


You nod silently. He shakes his entire body vigorously for a moment, 
his ears noisly slapping at his head,, before gazing back at the 
dungeon with you. 


"It's an oddity of Mystery Dungeons," the Furfrou says. "You always 
come out the way you came in. It's true for dungeons that settle on 
mountains and lakes as well." 


"Even though you climb up the mountain, you still end up at the 
base?" you ask. 


"Yes. | know it makes no sense logically, but no one said dungeons 
ever followed the laws of reality. After all, how does one explain all of 
the honeycomb we collected from here? The Combee within 
Oakwood Forest are not real; they're merely imitations conjured up 
by the dungeon. Yet the honey we just collected is edible and no 
different from genuine Combee honey. See for yourself." 


He nudges Meteora and asks to give you one of the combs. She 
hands it over to you and you hold it gingerly in your claws, careful 
not to get the sticky honey all over your fur. You give the comb a 
good sniff, inhaling the strong, sweet scent, before giving it a small 
lick. 


It tastes exactly like Combee honey. You stare puzzled at the honey 
before handing it back over to Meteora. You tell yourself not to think 
too hard about the dungeon's strange ways anymore. They were not 
meant to be understood. 


"Alright team, let's go home," Meteora then announces with a big, 
toothy smile. 


Camellia cheers softly as she climbs onto the Tyrunt's head and 
settles herself between the Tyrunt's horns. Meteora chuckles, but 
lets the Emolga have her way before heading home . Grey dutifully 


follows behind her. You drop to all fours and follow after them, but 
you stop when you feel something in the dungeon behind you. 


You turn around and you see that nothing is amiss. The forest only 
stares back at you, its mouth silently beckoning you to venture back 
into its depths. 


Your ears twitch as you wait for a few moments, wondering if 
anything will happen. Nothing does. You only hear the soft moaning 
from within the dungeon, that moaning that now seems just a little bit 
louder now. It sounds like the dying moans of that Manetric you 
killed. 


You should go home already . 


You turn away from the woods, and you follow your teammates back 
to the guild. 


You ignore the slight pain beginning to build in your head. 


Prodromal 


Two weeks have passed since your first venture into a Mystery 
Dungeon. The events in OakWood Forest are slowly beginning to 
become nothing more than a distant memory. The wound you had 
sustained from that Manectric bite has long closed up. There is only 
a scar, one that you can hardly see beneath your dense white fur. 


You have not been through another dungeon, but you no longer feel 
so unnerved by them. Whenever you think of a dungeon now, you no 
longer feel your fur stand up or a chill run down your spine. You think 
venturing through a dungeon might actually be rather peaceful, so 
long as you don't encounter the vicious residents again. You told 
your team this a while ago, but Meteora still felt sorry after what 
happened in OakWood. She wanted to give you time to recover in 
case you had been traumatized from the incident. 


You intend to let Meteora know that the team really should go back 
to scouting dungeons as soon as possible, as they are the highest 
paying jobs in the guild. You can only survive off escorting children to 
neighboring cities and construction work for so long. But you will do 
that in the morning. 


Tonight is a special night. Every new moon, Meteora's former team 
comes to visit for a game night. From what you've been told, the 
Tyrunt used to belong to another team before she founded Team 
Invictus. She had been with them for a good three years before 
meeting Grey and splintering off from her old team. You have never 
met Meteora's original team, so you have no idea what to expect. 
You only know that they're known as Team Rapture. 


You sit in your straw bed as you wait with your teammates for Team 
Rapture to arrive. Meteora is by the door and pacing impatiently, her 
heavy feet causing the door to rattle softly. Grey is also by the door, 
though waiting attentively. You look at his tail for signs of how he 
feels and see it wagging to the right. You still haven't figured out all 


of his wags and their meanings, but you think that means he's 
feeling content. It would at least match his relaxed posture. 


Camellia is sitting beside you, nibbling on an apple placidly. She 
even seems to be struggling to stay awake, occasionally leaning into 
you before jolting awake at your sudden touch. You blame it on all of 
the pecha berries she just devoured. They've undoubtedly made her 
rather sleepy. 


"What is everyone like on Team Rapture?" you ask, deciding to help 
wake her up. 


"Oh, that's right. You've never met them before, have you?" she 
asks. 


She takes what remains of her apple and pouches it into her cheeks, 
causing them to bulge comically. 


"They're great,” she tells you. "First there's Nettle. He might look a 
little intimidating when you first meet him, but he's pretty cool when 
you get to know him. Then there's Wisp. She's pretty smart if you 
ask me. When | first joined Team Invictus, | had a hard time 
switching over my sleep schedule until Wisp heard about it. When 
she did, she really helped me turn diurnal. Like, she taught me to 
take it an easy and not fly around right before I'd wanna go to bed 
and not to eat anything sugary before | sleep. And well, her using 
Hypnosis on days | really struggle helps too..." 


Just then, Grey's tail shot straight up and wagged rigidly. A couple of 
seconds later, there was a knock at the door. Meteora hurried over, 
smiling eagerly as she pushed the door open with her massive head. 


A Roserade, Drifloon, and Absol enter the bedroom, all of them 
wearing matching red and white scarves around their necks. There is 
a particular power to their walk (or drifting in the Drifloon's case), one 
that radiates utmost unwavering competence. The Roserade, most 
likely Nettle, smiles at the Tyrunt. 


"Good evening, Meteora," he greets warmly. "I must say, I'm 
surprised you're still a Tyrunt. | thought last time we spoke, you felt 
pre-evolution pains." 


"| did!" she insists. "I've been feeling sore all over every morning and 
| swear | feel some more fangs growing in! It's just taking a while! It's 
what happens when you suddenly quadruple in size, just like that." 


"Hmmhmm if you say so. Personally, I'm rather glad you haven't 
evolved yet. | must admit | don't quite look forward to the day you 
can easily crush me with your foot. | quite like you as a petite beast 
of destruction. You're the only one here that doesn't tower over me." 


Meteora giggles as she softly headbutts the Roserade in the chest. 
You anticipate that she'll knock the Roserade over, considering her 
large head, but Nettle doesn't even flinch. He only chuckles as the 
Tyrunt nuzzles him affectionately. 


As the two share the tender moment, you turn your gaze to the other 
members of Team Rapture. The Drifloon and Absol are both waiting 
by the door behind their leader. The Drifloon was swooning over the 
affectionate scene with her heart-like appendages pressed against 
her face. She probably saw this as a scene ripped straight from a 
romance novel and couldn't help but gush over it. You don't think 
Meteora and Nettle are romantically attracted to each other, but you 
also know you never asked what kind of relationship they have with 
one another. 


Then there's the Absol. She is staring straight at you. Her red eyes 
watch you, study you, bore deep into your mind and silently examine 
each and every thought you ever had and ever will have. When you 
stare back, she abruptly looks to the side. You narrow your eyes at 
her, waiting to see if she'll dare try glancing back your way. 


"| see you have a new team member." 


You bring your gaze back over to Nettle to find he and Meteora have 
separated and are now looking your way. Meteora nods her head as 


she gestures towards you. 


"That's right!" she says. "This is Lyssa! She just joined a couple of 
weeks ago!" 


The Roserade approaches you. As he grows closer, a sweet, floral 
smell fills the air, one that reminds you of roses. You stand up as he 
nears you and hope he isn't intimidated by your size. You easily 
dwarf him and are much taller than anyone else in this room when 
you stand on your hind legs. 


"Hello Lyssa," he says to you while he bows cordially. "My name is 
Nettle. | used to be Meteora's leader back in the day. It's a pleasure 
to meet you. | take it that Meteora has been treating you well?" 


"She is," you answer. "She's hard working and always looks out for 
me." 


"That's Meteora for you. She was like that even when she was my 
teammate. I'm glad to Know she's still as reliable as she always was. 
If she does give you any trouble though, don't hesitate to tell me. I'll 
be sure to give her a good lashing for her trouble." 


A thorny vine then sprouts from one of his flowery hands and settles 
onto the floor as he shoots the Tyrunt a mischievous grin. Meteora 
grimaces and looks away bashfully. Nettle snickers as he withdraws 
the vine into his bouquet before motioning to the Drifloon. She 
immediately drops her hands and straightens herself up so she's 
floating with a more dignified stance. 


"This here is Wisp," Nettle then says. "She's our resident ghoul, but 
rest assured, she isn't nearly as much of a creep as some other 
ghosts you might know." 


"Please Nettle, I've met way more ghosts than you ever have, and 
not a single one is a creep,” she says while she crosses her arms. 
"Just because you met one Dusclops that thought it would be real 


funny to pull you halfway into a wall and leave you there doesn't 
mean the rest of us-." 


"A-Anyway," Nettle cuts in. "That's Wisp." 


"Pleasure to metcha!" the Drifloon says, her bulbous body swelling 
up giddily. "And don't worry, I'm not gonna ever whisk you away to 
the afterlife. | know a loooooot of Pokémon think that when they see 
me, but rest assured, | couldn't even lift an Eevee if | wanted to!" 


"| didn't think you could," you say plainly. "You don't look very strong, 
no offense.” 


Wisp giggles in response, holding her heart-like hands to her mouth. 


"Now, last but not least," Nettle then says as he motions to the 
Absol. "This is Gallows." 


You once again lock eyes with the Absol across the room. She 
stares back, not saying a word. 


"Gallows? You there?" Nettle asks. 


Again, the Absol says nothing. You now notice she's not actually 
staring at you; she's staring into you. 


A chill runs down your spine. There is something off about this 
Absol, something that makes your fur stand up. It's something in her 
eyes. There is a sinisterness that you rationally cannot comprehend, 
but your instincts scream to stay far away from it. 


Camellia, who still sits besides you, rubs your arm reassuringly. She 
must see your raised hackles. 


"It's alright," she says softly, just quietly enough so that only you can 
hear her. "Don't worry, Gallows scared me a little too when | first met 
her. She's a nice Pokémon though, | promise. The only scary thing 
about her is her name." 


You know that Gallows is harmless. You know you have no reason to 
fear her. You know any of the bad rumors you've heard about Absol 
have been proven false years ago. Yet as you stare into Gallows's 
crimson eyes, you can't help but put your guard up. 


Gallows blinks and clarity returns to her gaze. She smiles softly, 
though you can still see her impressive fangs that could easily tear 
you to bits. 


"Sorry, | was having a moment," she says. "| promise, I'm nota 
creepy weirdo. | just start Seeing things and space out sometimes. 
Comes with having the horn and all." 


Right, the horn. That disaster-sensing horn all Absol are known for. 


"You sensing something bad coming our way?" Nettle asks with a 
smirk. 


"Yeah, that you're going to lose all of tonight's games and pay a 
heavy penalty," she chuckles. "| sense a deep dent in your savings 
after tonight..." 


Nettles tries to laugh off the remark, but you can see his 
uncomfortable grimace as he turns away from Gallows. Wisp tsks as 
she reaches for the bag slung around Nettle's shoulder and brings it 
to the center of the room. She turns the bag over, dumping many 
crocheted balls stuffed with rice grains onto the floor. She picks up a 
purple one with a white cloud etched into the side and tosses it up 
and down in the air. 


"| say we get this game started!" she announces. "Everyone, get 
your ball!" 


Everyone gathers around the pile and reaches for a ball with either 
their paw or mouth. Everyone seems to have a sack that belongs 
just to them, because the ball everyone chooses matches their 
colors. By the time everyone except you takes a bag from the pile, 
there's only one left, one green with yellow stripes. 


Wisp notices that you're not making a grab for the ball and drifts 
toward you. 


"Oh right, you've never played before," she realizes. "Don't worry, the 
game's real easy to understand. For now, just take the green ball. 
Next time we come over, I'll make you your own ball. How does a 
white one with red jagged lines running across it sound?" 


"Sounds fine to me," you Say. 


You reach down and pick up the green ball. Your nose twitches. 
There's a familiar scent on this sack. The scent is vague and rapidly 
fading away, but you have definitely smelt this scent somewhere 
before You bring the ball closer to your nose and give it a few more 
whiffs, trying to jog your memory. 


"Did this used to belong to Someone?" you ask. 


"Well... it did, yeah," Wisp says. "That ball belonged to one of our old 
teammates. But he left a while ago." 


Wisp visibly deflates at the mention of her old teammate. You don't 
know anything about whoever this teammate was, but you know not 
to push for information. Clearly the Drifloon misses him and doesn't 
want to talk about him. You are still curious about whose scent is on 
the ball, but you won't ask Wisp about it. You'll ask one of your own 
teammates when game night is over. Maybe they'll be more willing to 
talk about it. 


So you leave the subject alone and join the others. Gallows has 
drawn a vertical column of circles into the ground with her claws and 
everyone is excitedly waiting behind a long line drawn a few 
footsteps behind the circles. You take your place beside Grey, who 
grasps his ball tight in his mouth. He drops the sack by his feet when 
he notices your presence. 


"| overheard Wisp talking to you," he says. "Did she tell you how to 
play Ball Toss?" 


"No, but she said it was easy to understand," you answer. 


"She's right. See the circles drawn into the ground? Your goal is to 
toss your ball into any of them. If your ball lands in the circles, you'll 
get points. However, the higher circles are worth more than the lower 
ones. Aim for the higher circles and you'll inevitably win. If you get 
the most points in a round, then you're entitled to fifty Poke from the 
one who got the least amount of points." 


"| see. And am | allowed to use my claws to throw the ball? Or is that 
considered cheating considering how many of us lack arms?" 


"You can do whatever you want. You shouldn't be prohibited for 
using the hands Arceus blessed your kind with. Though, you'll soon 
realize that having dextrous claws doesn't give you much of an 
advantage here." 


As if to prove his point, the Furfrou reaches down and grabs the ball 
with his mouth. He rears his head back, then throws it forward, 
releasing his hold on the sack as he does so. A moment later, the 
sack lands in the middle of the second highest circle. Grey holds his 
head and tail high, taking on an elegant pose that fits the magnificent 
stature of his species. 


"That was just a lucky shot!" Wisp cries as she swoops up to the line. 
"Here, watch this!" 


The Drifloon grasps her ball in both heart-hands before tossing it 
toward the circles. She lands in the closest one, much to her dismay. 
Her round body deflates as she grumbles to herself. 


"W-Well! This is just a practice round anyway!" she then says. "I 
swear, when the real games start, I'll be the one coming out on top!" 


Grey snorts before lowering his head. 


"You go next, Lyssa," he then says. "Let's see what you've got." 


You nod and step up closer to the line. Everyone around you gives 
you space as you eye the circles, trying to calculate what angle you 
should throw the ball at and how much strength you should use. 
Though, you tell yourself not to be too stressed out. This game will 
undoubtedly have many rounds considering you only get one ball at 
a time. 


You chuck the ball and it lands in between the two middle-most 
circles. You straighten up and marvel over your small victory. It's not 
too impressive, but you'll do better the next round. You now know 
how much power you need to put in your throws. 


A sudden sharp pain hits your head. You grimace as you put a paw 
to your temple. You feel your head throb and rubbing your scalp 
doesn't dull the pain. You see flashes of teeth and blue fur rip across 
your vision. 


You stumble away from the group and hurry to your bed. You 
collapse into the hay and press your head to the straw. You see 
Camellia run up to you on all fours and stop before you, concern 
spread across her face. Everyone else has stopped playing and is 
watching you from afar, but let Camellia talk to you first. You 
appreciate that. Too much noise and attention would make your 
headache worse. 


"Are you okay?" she asks. 

"Yeah, just got a headache is all," you assure her. 

"Oh... another one?" 

"Yeah. Another one.” 

This is the seventh headache you've had in the past two weeks. You 
don't know what provokes them, as they seemingly happen at 
random. One woke you up in the middle of the night, while another 


struck you while eating dinner. Thankfully they never happen while 
you're on missions, as they'd make you a liability to the team. 


You frown harder as the pain grows stronger. You see lightning bolts 
flashing in your eyes. You lay back in your bed, breathing in and out 
of your mouth. 


"I'll be okay," you tell Camellia. "Tell everyone | just need to take a 
breather and they can keep playing without me. I'll come back as 
soon as | feel better." 


"Are you sure?" she asks quietly. 


"I'm sure. Go on, enjoy your game night. Go win tons of Poke for me 
and we can spend it all at the Bizarre Bazaar tomorrow." 


She smiles at the nice thought before scurrying back to the group. 
She repeats what you just said back at the others and after a few 
moments, everyone is back to playing Ball Toss. You're about to turn 
your back to the group when you notice Gallows is staring at you 
again. However, she's not staring out of concern like Camellia had 
been. No, she's watching you. Her hackles are raised, like she's 
seconds away from lunging and tearing out your throat. 


Claws shoot out of your paws. Gallows sees this and immediately 
turns away before taking her turn at Ball Toss. 


You turn away from the teams as you retract your claws. You close 
your eyes and try not to think about what happened as the migraine 
rages on. 


After about ten rounds of Ball Toss, Team Rapture departed for the 
night. Just as Gallows had predicted, Nettle had been the one in 
dead last for a majority of the games. Though he was hesitant to say 
it, he promised to give everyone their rewards in the morning when 
he had access to the bank. 


When the three left, your teammates gather around your bed. Your 
headache has lessened considerably and you no longer have fuzzy 
lights filling your vision. You sit up as Meteora frowns glumly at you. 


"Sorry about your headache," she says. "I really think you would 
have won a couple of rounds. You've got a good throwing arm. 
Maybe next time things will be better?" 


"Maybe," you say with a shrug. 


"You sure you don't want to see Nurse Remedy about your 
headaches? You've been getting an awful lot of them and they look 
pretty painful." 


"They go away after a while, so | don't even know if it's worth it. It'd 
be another story if they lasted all day, though." 


"| still say you should go. She might be able to see what's wrong.” 


You sigh. You really don't want to see the nurse over something so 
trivial. Your parents always taught you to be self-reliant and to treat 
your own injuries. You only ask for treatment when you're bleeding 
out everyone or are borderline dying. You don't know anyone that's 
ever died of a headache that lasts only an hour at most. 


However, you know Meteora won't let this go until you get help. She 
cares too much about even the tiniest of scratches. You find that 
rather funny she would be that way when her species were known 
for being amongst the toughest and invulnerable Pokémon in all the 
world. 


"Fine," you concede. "I'll go see the nurse in the morning.” 


The Tyrunt smiles and wags her tail giddily. You sigh as you look at 
the circles still drawn along the ground. It's upon seeing them that 
you remember you have an important question for your teammates. 


"Did Team Rapture used to have another teammate?" you ask. 


Meteora stiffens as her smile gives way to a long frown. Camellia 
stares at the ground. Grey seems unaffected by the question and 


keeps a blank gaze, but he keeps licking his nose to the point of 
obsession. 


"They did, yeah," Meteora answers, shifting uncomfortably on her 
feet. "His name was Thunder. He was one of their oldest members, 
but he had to leave a couple of months ago because of something 
that happened with his family." 


"What happened?" you ask. 


"His parents both died in a freak accident and no one could look 
after his little sister," Meteora answers. "The moment he got the 
news, he raced back home before Nettle could even talk to him." 


"| see." 


So that was why Wisp didn't want to talk about Thunder; she must 
have missed him terribly. Though you have no idea how old 
Thunder's sister might be, you know he'll be caring for her for many 
years. He wouldn't have left his team so abruptly if she had some 
capability of caring for herself. 


"Why do you ask?" Grey asks. 


"The ball | had tonight smelt familiar," you answer." | thought maybe | 
knew who it belonged to. However, | don't know anyone named 
Thunder. What species was he?" 


"Electrike," Grey says plainly. 


That would explain the green and yellow colorings of the sack. You 
think back to any Electrike you might have met over the years and 
draw a blank. You still don't know why Thunder's scent is so familiar 
though. You consider that maybe it smells similar to someone else 
you know, someone else that has fur similar to an Electrike. 


"Well | don't know why you'd know Thunder, but | can talk to Nettle 
about him more, if you want," Meteora offers. 


"If you'd like to, go ahead," you Say. 


You don't really think this is that important, but it wouldn't hurt to ask 
for more information. Besides, some small part of you is still curious 
about why your nose recognizes Thunder. 


For now, you will get some rest. You have a busy day of work 
tomorrow. But first... 


"Metoera, let's go to a Mystery Dungeon tomorrow," you tell her. 


"Oh! Oh um... | don't Know," she says as she drags her feet into the 
ground. "You sure you're okay? | mean, | still feel bad about what 
happened in Oakwood..." 


"It's fine, really. | want to go back into a dungeon. I'm ready," you 
assure. 


"| know you're ready, but-" 


"She says she's ready. You should listen to her," Grey states. "We 
could use a scouting mission anyway." 


"Y-Yeah," Camellia adds. "We haven't been into a dungeon ina 
while... these construction jobs really aren't for me. | don't feel too 
useful when I'm so small. At least in dungeons | can crawl up trees 
and glide around everywhere." 


"Alright alright, fine," she sighs. "We'll pick out something tomorrow 
after Lyssa visits Nurse Remedy." 


Everyone smiles, even Meteora does despite her smile being more 
forced. With this decided, you all get ready for bed. Everyone settles 
into their piles of hay and turn off the glow orb, instantly casting the 
room in darkness. 


As you settle into your bed, you feel a certain kind of giddiness at the 
thought of entering another mystery dungeon. Though they can be 
dangerous, there is a certain excitement in venturing through the 


strange labyrinths, never knowing what was just around the corner. It 
certainly helped that no one could actually die in them and were only 
thrown out after being beaten badly enough by the denizens. You 
don't know why it works that way, but like all things with mystery 
dungeons, you know not to question the logic. They are simply 
unfathomable places, unsolvable mysteries. 


Your headache suddenly stops as you think about this, and you 
immediately fall asleep. 


You dream of prowling Oakwood Forest on all fours. The eerie quiet 
no longer disturbs you. It is now calming, placating, peaceful. 


The dungeon feels just like a second home . 


IIIness 


You wake up the next morning with a splitting headache. 


It's worse than the other headaches you've had. Your brain throbs 
and you can barely see straight. You don't want to move, that's how 
bad the pain is. 


You don't want to see Nurse Remedy, but you promised Meteora that 
you'd go to the infirmary when you woke up. Besides, you are 
growing tired of these migraines. 


You see that everyone else in the room is still asleep, so you keep 
quiet. You get on all fours and you hobble out the bedroom. You're 
thankful that it's easier to balance yourself on four legs instead of 
two. 


Mercifully, the infirmary isn't far from your room. You only need to 
walk down a couple of hallways to reach it. When you enter, you find 
that there are already a few Pokémon here and laying on the fur 
beds that rest near the walls in neat, articulate rows. Everyone here 
seems to have minor injuries like sprained legs or burns, nothing 
serious like bleeding. It seems that your headache troubles would fit 
right in here. 


You hear movement near you, and you turn to see an Audino 
walking toward you. She wears a neckerchief with the sigil of a 
Chansey egg etched onto it. You imagine this is what nurses wear to 
distinguish themselves from the other Pokémon that work in the 
guild. 


Since you're both of similar height, she doesn't seem intimidated 
when she stops before you. 


"Welcome," she says with a pleasant tune to her voice. "I presume 
you're here for medical treatment." 


"Lam," you answer. 


"Then you've come to the right place! I'm Nurse Remedy. Can | have 
your name and team name?" 


"Lyssa from Team Invictus." 


"Team Invictus, you say? | didn't realize they had a Zangoose on 
their team now. Are you new?" 


"Yeah, | joined not too long ago." 


"Ah, | see. Well, it's a pleasure to meet you, Lyssa. Now, what can | 
help you with?" 


"I've been getting a lot of headaches for the past couple of weeks. 
They usually go away after an hour, but I've had about seven of 
them as of now and they're very annoying. My leader said you could 
do something about it." 


"Hmmm, headaches. Is there a reason for them? Have you hurt your 
head recently?" 


"Not that I'm aware of." 


"| see. Hmm. Can | look over you for just a moment with my feelers? 
It'll help me figure out what might be causing you pain." 


"Go ahead.” 


The Audino nods before grabbing hold of one of the appendages 
dangling from her ears and unrolls it. She then presses it to your 
arm. It feels weird, like a furry tentacle. You try not to move as the 
nurse assesses you, silently gauging your health and heart. 


After a few moments, she pulls her feeler away and lets it roll back 
up to her ears. 


"Well | can most certainly see that you're in pain," she says with an 
empathetic smile. "Goodness, that headache nearly knocked me off 
my own feet. However, I'm not seeing any particular reason for the 
pain. You have no signs of head trauma, and you have no underlying 
illnesses." 


You're disappointed, but you don't dare say that. 


"| do have something that might make you feel better though," she 
then says. "However, | need time to prepare it. Would you mind 
taking one of the beds and waiting there for a little while? Laying 
down might also help with soothing your head until | come back." 


You nod, and Nurse Remedy disappears elsewhere inside the 
infirmary behind closed doors. You look around, searching for the 
nearest open bed. You eventually spot one that seems to be made 
from Flareon fur. You make your way over before flopping onto the 
soft fur. It feels warm against your own fur, as though it were a living 
Flareon. It feels so comforting that it actually does make your 
headache ease down, if only a little. 


"Oh hello there, Lyssa. Wasn't expecting to see you here." 


You abruptly sit up to the sudden, familiar voice. Laying in the bed 
next to you is Gallows. She's smiling at you in a way that's meant to 
be friendly, but the sight of her exposed canines makes your fur 
stand up instead. She stops smiling once she sees your startled 
reaction and crosses her forepaws. 


"Sorry, | didn't mean to scare you," she says. "| was just Surprised to 
see you here." 


"It's fine," you say as you brush your claws through your tail in an 
attempt to settle down. "| wasn't expecting to see you here either." 


"Yeah, well no one really expects to be in the infirmary. My horn's 
been acting up all morning and it's making it hard to see straight. | 
can barely stand without wanting to fall over. | came here to see if 


Nurse Remedy could give me something to numb the horn down a 
little." 


"Is there a reason why your horn is being that way? Doesn't that 
mean something catastrophic is supposed to happen?" 


"Well yes... but there's more to it than that. What counts as a 
‘disaster’ to it can sometimes be something as petty or insignificant 
as the market running out of heal seeds right when | get there. 
Which is exactly what | keep seeing in my visions as of this 
morning." 


You're surprised to hear that. You would have thought Absol horns 
were more selective on what they perceived. Yet apparently, even an 
inconvenience could count as a disaster to an Absol. You can't 
imagine how annoying that must be. 


"What brings you down here?" she then asks. 


"Another bad headache like what | had last night. It hurts a lot more 
than the one | also had last night though." 


The Absol nods quietly to herself. She then keeps the silence 
between you two, either because she realizes talking would make 
both of your heads worse, or she has nothing more to say. You don't 
mind either way. You instead lay back down and tolerate the pain. 


A few minutes later, Nurse Remedy returns with a small cup in her 

paw. You sit up as you slowly take the cup. It's warm and brimming 
with a strange, yellowish liquid. You give it a few sniffs and realize it 
smells a lot like flowers. 


"It's chamomile tea," the Audino says. "Drinking it should help your 
headache." 


Chamomile, right. You've seen this flower a few times. It always had 
a nice smell to it, but you never thought of eating it or taking its dried 
leaves and making a tea out of that. Why would you, as a strict 


meat-eater who can barely tolerate orans? However, there's no harm 
in drinking this concoction. It's not poison and even if it was, it 
wouldn't work on you. 


You take a few sips of the tea. It has a sweet, honey-like taste to it. 


"It'll take a few moments, but it should ease away your headache," 
Nurse Audino then says. "If it doesn't, we can try something else." 


"Thanks," you say graciously. 


The Audino rolls one of her feelers back and forth in her paw as she 
frowns thoughtfully. 


"Are you under any emotional stress?" she then asks. "You seemed 
fine when | examined you, but | can't always feel emotions from the 
past unless they're actively interfering with your present." 


"| don't think so. I've been a little stressed with all of this scouting 
work since | just joined, but not that much. The worst that's 
happened is that | was attacked by some dungeon denizen, but that 
was it." 


"Yes, you did mention you just joined the guild. How long ago exactly 
did you join Team Invictus?" 


"A little over two weeks ago." 


"Ah. Well that could be the cause of your headaches. Joining a 
scouting guild means you're learning an awful lot in a short amount 
of time and adapting to a completely new life away from family and 
friends you once knew. This is especially true if you go into the 
dungeons and are attacked by the denizens. It's a scary, stressful 
experience. Your body could be reacting to this stress through 
headaches." 


Again, you don't think you're stressed. Sure, everything is different 
and that's a little overwhelming sometimes, but you think you're 


dealing with it well. Especially because your teammates are so nice 
and thoughtful. They're helping make this transition easy. 


However, you do realize the nurse might have a point. Maybe you 
really are stressed, but because you're so used to toughing things 
out and ignoring negative feelings, you're not really feeling stress the 
way everyone else does. Maybe it's manifesting as headaches 
instead. It would also line up with the fact that these headaches only 
started a little while after you joined the team. 


You're not entirely sure what to think. All you know is that you want 
these headaches to stop. 


"Maybe I'm stressed," you say simply. "What do | do about it 
though?" 


"Well thankfully there's lots you can do," the nurse answers with a 
smile. "There's relaxation techniques, breathing exercises, 
meditating, all sorts of things. | can tell you all about them, if you'd 
like." 


You would. And that's exactly how you spend the next half hour with 
the Audino after the tea has eased your headache. She teaches you 
about writing down your feelings in a journal, taking long baths at the 
end of the day, taking leisurely strolls outside after missions, and 
simply taking the time to have fun. After the conversation, you thank 
her for taking care of you and she gives you a bag of dried 
chamomile leaves to make your own tea if you don't want to come 
down to the infirmary. 


You thank her again and take your leave, ready for a new day. You 
hope your team hasn't woken up yet. You don't want to worry them. 


You barely make it into the hallway when you feel a presence behind 
you. You stop and turn around and are surprised to see it's Gallows 
standing there. She had claimed she could barely stand up straight 
because of her horn, yet she shows no sign of weakness in her 
stature. 


Something strange flickers in the Absol's eyes. It's something you 
can't put a name on, but you know that it's something dangerous. 


"Lyssa, | have a strange question for you," she says, her tone level, 
yet there is an eerie undertone to it. 


"Yes?" you ask as you ignore the hairs rising on your neck. 
"You'll have to forgive me for eavesdropping, but | overheard you 
telling the nurse that you were attacked by a dungeon denizen. Is 
that true?" 

"| was, yes." 

"When you were attacked, what did it do to you?" 


"Huh?" 


The Absol frowns and steps closer. You resist taking a step back in 
return. 


"What did that Manectric do to you when it attacked?" 


You're taken aback. You don't remember ever telling the nurse that a 
Manectric bit you. You had just said it was a dungeon denizen. You 
don't know how it's possible that Gallows knows what species that 
thing was pretending to be. 


But you still answer, just because the shock of it all forces the words 
out of your mouth. 


"It bit my arm. It tried to attack my neck, but | killed it before it could." 


Gallows doesn't say anything as she keeps her dark red eyes on 
you. You feel your claws shooting out of your paws and you 
desperately retract them. You two continue to stare at one another, 
neither saying a word, until at last, Gallows looks away. 


"| see," she says matter-of-factly. 


Then she leaves. You try to follow after her, but somehow, she's 
much faster than you. By the time you stand where she once was, 
she's already fled somewhere far away and retreated into the 
vanishing shadows of the guild. 


When you come back to your bedroom, your team is just starting to 
wake up. They ask where you had been and you tell them how you 
finally visited the nurse. You omit to tell them about what had 
happened with Gallows, but you will later. You want to pick out a 
mission first before the best ones are taken. 


All four of you head down to the bulletin board and scanned through 
all of the papers. A majority of them are scouting missions of course, 
which gives you quite the variety of options to choose from. One 
paper asks a team to enter Black Bog and bring back as many 
Passho berries as possible, each running at fifty Poké. Another asks 
for a team to collect five feathers from the Skarmory denizens of 
Dagger Mountain. Yet another asks to collect three Heal Seeds from 
Emerald Jungle. 


As you've come to realize over your time on Team Invictus, item 
retrieval jobs were the main assignments in Scouting Guilds. Teams 
did not rescue Pokémon that had wandered into dungeons for the 
most part. That was a rare occurrence, as Pokemon were told the 
moment they hatched to stay far away lest they lose themselves to 
the dungeon. Though the denizens weren't real Pokémon, they could 
still hurt you, and they would kill you without hesitation. Everyone, 
even the most dim-witted of Pokémon, heeded those warnings and 
stayed far away from the dungeons. 


Only scouts entered dungeons and gathered precious items that 
seemed to appear within the labyrinths or were elusive otherwise, 
such as the case with the Combee honey your team got on your first 
mission. Hives still existed in the real world, but they were becoming 
harder and harder to find. Something was killing all the Combee and 
their queen and the only ones that seemed left were the ones within 
dungeons. 


The mission your team decided upon for the day was collecting a 
Thunder Stone for a family of Pikachu. You would be getting this 
stone from the Mt. Crackle dungeon since for whatever reason, the 
dungeon tended to produce these stones. It was a short dungeon, 
only a mere ten floors tall and home to mostly electric-types. 
Everyone agreed it would be an easy mission, as none of you had 
any electrical weaknesses. 


The journey to the mountain is a couple of hours. When you and 
your team arrive, you take in the mountainous dungeon. It looks to 
be made out of several yellow, jagged rocks that have been fused 
together hazardously. It makes the dungeon look less like a 
mountain and more like a vertical nest of spikes. You even think you 
see some bodies impaled on spikes further up the mountain, but 
they're too far away to know for sure. 


The dungeon's summit is buried within a black storm cloud. 
Occasionally white bolts of lightning fire from the cloud and streak 
across the sky, but there is no sound. There is no rumbling beneath 
your feet. There is only a strike and a flash, then nothing. 


There is a single, dark hole at the base of the mountain, the entrance 
to the dungeon. You peer into it but cannot see anything inside. 
However, you do hear something from within. Something faint and 
barely above a whisper. 
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You feel someone's breath against your ear as they whisper 
something in your ear. There is no one standing next to you, but you 


feel them. They've crawled out of the dungeon and they're with you. 
They're surrounding you and wrapping their ghostly tendrils around 
your body, holding you tight as they endlessly whisper these words 
to you. 
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You should be scared, but you're not. No, there is something 
soothing to this voice, to this entity that now engulfs you. It reminds 
you of when you felt protected and sheltered as a young kit by those 
who loved you. It reminds you of home . Yes, home . 


“Hey Lyssa!" 


You blink and suddenly the presence is gone. You look around, as 
though expecting to see where the entity has fled, but of course they 
are nowhere to be seen. They have vanished and taken their voice 
with them. 


You can't comprehend what has happened. You try to think about it, 
but then realize you don't remember what the presence was even 
saying. It was as though it had plucked those words directly from 
your memories. 


"Hey! You okay?" 


You turn and see Meteora and the others staring at you. They're all 
lined up and ready to take on the dungeon. You open your mouth to 
explain what just happened. 
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You don't remember what you wanted to say. That's strange. What 
did you want to tell your teammates? Why do you suddenly not 
remember? 


Oh, that's right. You remember now. 

You wanted to tell them about what happened with Gallows. You 
know she's friendly, but that encounter was deeply unsettling. She 
looked more like a dungeon denizen than an actual Pokémon. 
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What were you thinking about just now? 


You shake your head. Everything's fine. Nothing's the matter. You 
don't even remember what you were worried about. 


You've been keeping your teammates waiting. You should stop 
stalling and get on with the mission. 
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"Sorry, | think | blacked out there for a second,” you say. "Are we 
going inside now?" 


"We sure are!" Meteora says with a big smile. "I'm taking the lead, 
Grey's right behind me, and you're taking the rear! That sound good 
to you?" 


"Yeah, it's fine." 


You take your position behind the Furfrou. As you do so, Camellia 
walks up to you and looks into your eyes with a shy smile. 


"Hey... do you think | could hitch a ride on you for this dungeon?" 
she asks. "The rocky ground really hurts my paws. I'll be sure to 
keep a look-out in return though! " 


"| don't see why not. Just be careful not to shock me. It would be a 
problem for both of us if you paralyzed me." 


"Oh don't worry! I'll be extra careful about that!" 


She then climbs onto you and settles herself on your back. She's 
thankfully not heavy, so you barely notice her on you. That's good, 
because you were worried you wouldn't move as quickly while 
carrying the Emolga. 


"Alright team!" Meteora then announces from the front. "Let's get 
ourselves a Thunder Stone! We only need one, so the second we 
find one, we're leaving! Understood?" 


Everyone nods in agreement. With that settled, all four of you then 
head inside the dungeon, stepping into the darkness that is the 
entrance. 


The inside of the dungeon is not much different from the outside. 
The walls are made up of those same jagged rocks, but they seem 
longer, sharper here. You feel that if someone threw you into a wall, 
the spikes would penetrate your organs. You would die a slow, 
painful death as you bled out all over the dungeon, if a spike didn't 
skewer your heart or brain first. 


At least the ground is fairly safe. It's the usual rocky terrain one 
would expect on a normal mountain, except there is no vegetation in 
sight. No life flourishes in this dungeon except the denizens 
themselves, who undoubtedly prowl within the shadows of the 
dungeon's various chambers. 


Again, all of this should unnerve you, but it doesn't. For some 
reason, you find yourself at ease in this strange labyrinth. There is 
an uncanny coziness to be found here. You almost feel like you're at 
home . 


"Everyone okay?" Meteora asks, snapping you out of your thoughts. 


"It seems so," Grey answers as he looks behind him to assess you 
and Camellia. "Are you two ready?" 


You both nod. Grey silently nods back at Meteora, which prompts her 
to move toward a long hallway in the near distance. You and Grey 
follow her, looking around the chamber as you do so for signs of any 
Thunder Stones. Though you will never evolve, you know what all 
the evolution stones look like. Most Pokémon do; it's common 
knowledge. 


Usually it takes a diligent sweep of multiple floors to find even one 
desired item. Or, the item is found fairly quickly, but it's behind a 
horde of slumbering denizens. This is not the case today. 


The moment your team leaves the corridor and enters the new 
chamber, they spot a Thunder Stone immediately. It's sitting right by 
Meteora's feet, as if it had been expecting her. She stops and looks 
around, as if expecting a trap of some sort. Nothing happens. She 
orders Camellia to pick up the stone and scurry back onto her head 
in case there's trouble. 


Again, nothing happens. All four of you are standing alone in the 
silent dungeon, Thunder Stone in hand. There are no tricks to be 
had here. 


"l-It feels like a Thunder Stone alright," Camellia says as she grasps 
the rock tighter in her paws. "I feel the electricity making my fur 
frizzle." 


"Well | gotta say, | wasn't expecting us to finish the mission so 
fast..." the Tyrunt says as she gently swings the bag hanging from 
her jaw back and forth. "I can pull out an Escape Orb right now and 
we can all leave right now if you guys want, but it feels kind of wrong 
when we've barely been in the dungeon for five minutes." 


"| don't see anything wrong with it," Grey says simply. "We found a 
genuine Thunder Stone early, that's all. I've heard stories from other 
scouts before. Wisp once told me the stairs kept appearing directly 
behind her team on every floor and the Sitrus berries they needed 
were always in the room they arrived in. They left the dungeon 
without even needing to fight a single denizen." 


"Really? You never told me about that," Tyrunt chokes in disbelief. 


"It was a story she mentioned while we were in line at the mess hall 
late one night when neither of us could sleep," Grey says 
dismissively. "It didn't feel important to mention." 


"Well okay... how do you two feel about leaving now?" Meteora then 
asks you and Camellia. 


"We should go now," Camellia answers immediately. 


"| agree," you say in return. "We shouldn't be here any longer than 
we have to. We need only one stone, we got one, and now we're 
done. Let's go.' 


"Alright alright, looks like everyone's in agreement," Meteora says as 
she unhooks the bag from her teeth and awkwardly digs into it with 
her short arms. 


After a moment, she pulls out a blue orb that looks as though it has 
captured a shimmering white star within its crystal body. She throws 
the ball at her feet and it shatters instantly. A white light suddenly 
surrounds the four of you as you're enveloped in a strange energy. 


You feel the orb drawing you out of the dungeon. You can feel it 
freeing you from the dungeon's clutches. You can barely even see 
the labyrinth anymore as white fills your vision. 


And then the white light washes over you completely, whisking you 
away. 


The light vanishes, and you're suddenly back outside the dungeon, 
right by the entrance. Your teammates are with you, all of them 
collecting their bearings from the sudden teleportation. You watch 
Camellia climb down Metoera's head and deposit the Thunder Stone 
inside the team bag, as well as help put the strap over one of the 
Tyrunt's massive lower fangs. Grey is busy shaking himself, as 
though doing so alleviates his stress. 


You look back at the dungeon again. You look straight into the 
gaping, yawning mouth that is its entrance. 
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Your chest begins to feel tight. You stand on your back legs as you 
clutch your heart, but that doesn't help. The tightness is only getting 
worse. Something is gripping your heart and lungs and it doesn't 
want to let go. 
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It tightens its hold. You feel your heart pounding harder against the 
invisible binds. 
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You abruptly turn away. You don't want to go back inside the 
dungeon. You want to go back to the guild where you belong. 


Whatever is clutching your chest suddenly releases its grip. You 
gasp for air. 
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The presence vanishes. You can't remember what you were just 
thinking about. All you know is that you're anxious. You can't seem to 
get enough oxygen into your lungs. 


"Alright everyone, time to go home ," Meteora announces. 


No one has noticed your escalating tension. Good, you don't need to 
worry them. You'll just do those breathing exercises as you walk 
home with your teammates. Nurse Remedy says everything she 
taught you will work for both stress and anxiety. 


So you drop onto all fours and you follow your team back home . 
Mercifully, Camellia chooses to hitch a ride on Grey for the return 
journey, so she doesn't notice your calming exercises. 


You breathe in through your nose as deeply as possible, and then 
exhale through your mouth a few seconds later. Breathe in through 
your nose, exhale out your mouth. You do this again and again, 
focusing on the hill you loved to climb back home as a kit. You focus 
on the grass that always enveloped that hill and the catmint that 
grew alongside all the green. You focus on the blue skies and the 
puffy white clouds that always reminded you of Altaria wings and 
how you wish you could always reach out and touch them. You focus 
on the wind in your fur and the soft noises of the- 


You hear growling. 


You stop and look around. It's hard to focus and everything is getting 
blurry, but you need to find whatever made that sound. It could be a 
starving pack of Houndoom ready to take you all on. You don't know 
why they're out when the sun isn't close to setting yet, but you 


mustn't let that distract you. There is a canine-like creature out there, 
watching you. 


You hear it again. 


You look to your teammates and none of them seem the least bit 
alarmed. They are still walking without much of a care. Even Grey, 
the most sensitive of them all, doesn't seem on high alert. His tail is 
in a neutral position. 


Breathing is becoming harder now. You focus more on that hill you 
always loved as a kit. You keep thinking about the hill. You tell 
yourself if Grey isn't reacting, there is nothing to be afraid of. 


You don't hear growling anymore. 


You arrive back at the guild before the sun begins to set. Though the 
growling had stopped, it didn't ease the tightness in your chest. Not 
only that, but it's spread to your paws. They feel so stiff, so difficult to 
move. You don't even know how you walked all the way back like 
that. 


You don't even go with your teammates to turn in the Thunder Stone 
to the guild. You tell them you suddenly feel tired and need to go lie 
down. You don't even wait for their reply as you scurry down the 
halls until you make it to your room. 


Your claws have sprouted out of your paws and no matter how hard 
you try, you can't retract them. They make a painful scratching sound 
everywhere you walk, one that drives up your anxiety even more. 
You don't even do the breathing exercises anymore; you're just 
panting now. 


You need some chamomile tea. That'll make you feel better. You 
don't know why you feel this way, but you need to calm down. You 
need to get better. You can't think like this. 


You take the dried leaves the nurse gave you and throw them into 
your personal stone water basin. You don't even bother warming it 
up with a fire breath or letting the leaves steep for a few minutes like 
Remedy told you to. You don't even strain the leaves. The second 
the leaves hit the water, you gulp down the liquid. 


Except you don't. 


The moment the tea hits your tongue, your throat clamps shut. You 
spit out the tea. You try drinking again, but like before, your throat 
closes up. You still try to drink, but your body revolts. It makes you 
vomit, makes you retch painfully. 


But it's not just tea that comes out of you. 


Something else works its way up your throat. Something pushes 
your esophagus open, widening it, forcing its way through even 
though it's much too big. You can barely breathe as whatever it is 
makes its way to your mouth. 


There is a disconcerting splash, a very large splash, as if something 
solid has dropped into the basin. You open your tear-filled eyes and 
see what it could possibly be. 


You drop the water basin as you scream and fall on your tail. The 
bowl smashes into dozens of pieces as you desperately push 
yourself across the floor with your clawed paws, scrapping up the 
ground as you do so. You smack into the wall, but you barely register 
It. 


All you can do is stare at the thing in the growing puddle of tea- 
water. The thing that had been growing inside you. 


You had vomited up a shrunken, shriveled-up Electrike half the size 
of one of your claws. 


You hear the growling again. It's louder now. They're getting angry 
with you. And as you're huddled against the wall, you finally realize 


where the growling is coming from. 


It's coming from your stomach. 
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There are Electrike inside your stomach. 


They are now scratching at your belly. You can see them moving 
across your skin, their snouts pressing against your flesh, as though 
they're trying to break free. 


You're too scared to swat at them. You can only stare down at them 
in horror and hyperventilate. Black creeps into your vision as the 
sound of your pounding heart fills your ears. 


You don't know how this is possible. You know you've never mated in 
all your life. Even if you did, you wouldn't have Electrike inside you, 
much less this many. Yet you clearly see those dogs pushing against 
your skin, yowling and begging for freedom. 


"Lyssa." 


You scream at the sudden noise. You scramble onto all fours as you 
face the voice's source. You see Gallows standing in the doorway of 
the bedroom. Though her face betrays no emotion, all the hairs lining 
her back are standing up. 


The Electrike bark at the Absol. You even hear some of them snap 
their jaws from within your belly. You join them by hissing and baring 
your teeth. Gallows flinches at your threatening appearance, but she 
doesn't flee. She hardens her expression as she steps into the room 
and raises her head higher. 


"Lyssa, | need you to calm down," she says again, more firmly this 
time. 


"What do you want?" you growl as you push your claws out of your 
paws. "Why are you here?" 


"Because | had a premonition that something bad was happening to 
you." 


The Absol takes another step forward. You let out a loud hiss as you 
arch your back and raise your tail. You can see Gallows shaking, but 
she doesn't back away. 


"| heard you screaming before | came in here. Why were you 
screaming?" 


The Electrike are getting louder now. They're outright baying and 
clawing at your stomach. You can barely hold back a grimace as 
they dig into you, threatening to rip you open and come spilling out of 
your guts. You'd think Gallows would notice the dogs or at least hear 
their howls, but she doesn't even bat an eye. She only keeps her 
eyes on you. 


"You don't hear them?" you spit at the Absol. "You don't hear the 
constant barking and growling?" 


"No. | only hear you." 


That's impossible. How can she not hear them? They're so loud, you 
can barely even hear Gallows herself. You snarl as you stand on 
your hind legs and press your paws to your stomach. 


"There's Electrike inside me! They're why | was screaming!" you Cry. 
"Do you not see them pushing their paws against my stomach and 
trying to break out?!" 


She instead momentarily glances at your stomach before looking 
back at you. 


“There are no Electrike in your stomach," Gallows says plainly. 


"Yes there are!" you insist. "| even threw one up! You can see it right 
there on the floor!" 


Again, she looks at the spot where the shrunken Electrike lays. It 
seems to be dead, as it isn't moving or showing any signs of 
breathing. However, you still can't keep your eyes on the ghoulish 
thing for more than a second. 


"There is nothing there, Lyssa," Gallows says. "All | see is water and 
broken pieces of a basin." 


"How do you not see it?!" you scream. "It's right there!" 


"Lyssa, | don't doubt you actually see an Electrike there. However, 
it's not real. That Electrike you threw up isn't real. The Electrike you 
feel in your stomach right now aren't real. None of it is." 


You couldn't believe this. None of this was real? How could none of 
this be real? You can feel the dogs inside you right now and you 
definitely could feel the Electrike travelling up your throat before you 
vomited it out. It's real, you know it's real. How could something that 
feels so real possibly be fake? 


It's real . It's real. 
Of course it's real. Gallows must see it and is pretending not to. 


She must have ulterior motives. But what? Why would she pretend 
not to see the Electrike? 


You glare at the Absol. Cracks start to form through Gallows' stoic 
facade. And between those cracks you see her real face. The true 
face of Gallows. You see the malice, the wicked smile, the insatiable 
need to make innocent Pokémon suffer by her claws. She's a black- 
hearted monster wearing the skin of a Pokémon to fool everyone. 


Of course. Of course, she's saying it's not real so that you don't do 
anything about this. If it's a hallucination, then you would ignore it 
and pretend nothing is happening. You won't even tell your 
teammates about it. And if you do that, the dogs will Keep growing 
and growing and feast on your organs. They'll eat and they'll eat until 


you're nothing but a hollow shell of a Pokémon. And then when 
you're empty, they'll burst out of you and scatter into the world. 


THAT'S WHAT GALLOWS WANTS. 


You lunge at the Absol. You tackle her to the ground and slash your 
claws across her face. However, she's too fast and smashes her 
sickle-shaped horn into your head before your attack connects. 
Mercifully, it doesn't slash open your cheek, but it still dazes you. In 
your moment of weakness, Gallows throws you off her. 


You attack Gallows again, but this time you're smarter about it. You 
blast fire in her direction, and then when she leaps out of the way, 
you dive for her. This time your claws slice two huge lines into her 
flank. 


Blood spills from Gallows' wounds and leaks onto the floor as she 
screams. You shove Gallows to the ground to bombard her with a 
flurry of strikes, but again, she's too quick. She blasts you with a 
pillar of dark energy and it knocks you off her. The force of the attack 
is so strong that you keep tumbling until your head slams into the 
wall. 


And then she wails. 


It's a horrifying wail, a ghastly screech that drills itself into your mind 
and scratches away at your very sanity. You cover your ears in an 
attempt to block out the horrid noise, but it does no good. You can 
still hear that wretched screaming. 


Black begins to creep into the corner of your vision. Your muscles 
are growing weak, and you struggle to stay on all fours. Gallows is 
doing no better; her legs have given out from under her, and she can 
barely keep her eyes open. Yet she still screams that awful sound, 
that howl that is slowly warping into an uncanny lullaby. 


You crawl toward the Absol. You would shout to shut her up, but you 
have no energy to speak. You inch forward, but you barely last five 


seconds before your own legs fail you. You fall to the ground as 
darkness pulls you under. 


The last thing you see is three Pokémon hurrying through the open 
doorway and crowding around you. 


You feel yourself come to. Slowly, you regain consciousness and feel 
the cold ground beneath your fur. You can sense there are Pokémon 
around you. You can't tell how many, but there are quite a few. 


You try to open your eyes, but you can't. You remain trapped in the 
darkness behind your eyelids. You try to move as well, but you 
remain paralyzed. You are trapped in your own body, surrounded by 
strangers. At least the dogs in your stomach have quieted down and 
no longer wriggle within your innards. It seems falling unconscious 
has quelled them. 


But though you are paralyzed, you can still hear everything the 
Pokémon are saying. 


"What exactly happened here?" 


"| don't know! Grey heard what sounded like a Perish Song and then 
when we all rushed inside here, we found both of them passed out 
like this!" 


"Clearly the Perish Song did that. However, it seems there was a 
struggle before that. You can see wounds on Gallows and there's a 
broken water basin pieces scattered everywhere." 


"Yeah, | saw that right away. | just don't get why. Why was Gallows 
even in here with Lyssa? Do you know anything about this?" 


"No. After we returned home from a mission this afternoon, Gallows 
said she wanted some alone time. Said she was getting a headache 
and wanted peace and quiet." 


"Well whatever happened here sure doesn't look like peace and 
quiet..." 


You hear footsteps coming your way. You try moving your limbs, but 
you can only twitch your ears before your body falls limp again. 
However, it seems whoever is nearing you saw your movement, 
because their footsteps stop. 


"| just saw Lyssa move. She's starting to wake up.” 
"| saw Gallows twitch a little too! What should we do, Nettle?" 


"I'd hate to say it, but I'm going to bind them both. We don't know 
why they go into a fight in the first place, and I'd rather not take any 
chances with them starting a second. After we talk to both of them, 
I'll let them go." 


"Alright... just try not to hurt them." 


You feel something strangely rough and cold snake around your 
limbs. It pins your arms to your sides before you're pulled up into a 
sitting position. As this happens, you finally gain the energy to open 
your eyes. 


The first thing you notice is that you're still in your team's room, but 
there much more Pokémon than before with you. The entirety of your 
team and Team Rapture are all here, surrounding you and Gallows. 
However, it's Nettle you see most; everyone is standing behind him 
with pained grimaces, as though afraid of you and Gallows. 


It's then that you realize that both of you are tied up in thick, thorny 
vines, curtesy of Nettle. If you move too much, the thorns will 
undoubtedly pierce your skin and inject deadly poison into your 
veins. 


Like you, Gallows is awake, but is obviously sluggish. This is 
probably exacerbated by her flank wound, which is wrapped up in 
her red and white scarf. There's a hazy look in her eyes that no 


doubt mirrors your own. She struggles weakly against the binds, but 
Nettle puts a stop to that. 


"Gallows, relax," the Roserade says softly, but firmly. 


"Need to stop Lyssa..." Gallows mutters. "Need to stop her from 
biting anyone..." 


"Gallows, she's immobilized like you are. Nothing is going to 
happen." 


The Absol nods vapidly and stops moving. She only stares at the 
Roserade, not even bothering to raise her head from off the ground. 
All the malice you had seen in her face before is gone, hidden 
beneath that innocent mask of hers once again. Maybe everyone 
else will let their guard down around her now, but you don't. You saw 
Gallows' true face. You know what she's really like. 


Nettle sighs as he gestures for everyone to gather around. Everyone 
reluctantly does so, making a loose circle around you and Gallows. 
You can faintly hear the Electrike in your stomach whimpering, but 
you're too tired to be in a panic. Keeping your eyes open is already 
proving exhausting enough. 


"You okay, Lyssa?" Camellia asks as she nervously presses her 
paws together. 


"Tired, but okay," you answer. "Head feels foggy.” 


"That's what Perish Song will do," Wisp says with a nod. "Leaves 
you real groggy for a while! That's why everyone | know hates it." 


So that was what Gallows had done; she had used that dreadful 
move because she wanted to knock you out. However, you don't 
understand why used Perish Song of all things. That power makes 
everyone who hears the cry faint, including the user themselves. If 
Gallows wanted to put you under, she could have done literally 


anything else. Why would she do something that would wipe both of 
you out? 


As if she was a mind-reader, Gallows then looks to you with a pitiful 
look in her eyes and answers the very question you were pondering. 


"I'm sorry | Knocked you out," she says quietly. "I didn't want to hurt 
you, but you weren't listening to me. So, | did the only thing | could 
think of that would knock you out with as little injury as possible." 


"You wanted to hurt me," you say with a scowl, refusing to fall for her 
trick. "| saw the look in your eyes. You knocked me out because you 
couldn't get a hit in.” 


"No, | wasn't. | never wanted to hurt you. That was a trick of your 
mind.” 


You bare your fangs and hiss softly, still too fatigued to do anything 
more than that. Gallows exhales deeply at your threatening display, 
much to your displeasure. 


"Suppose now's a good time as any to ask what exactly happened 
between you girls," Nettle then says as he steps forward, all while 
keeping a tight hold around the both of you with his vines. "Who 
wants to explain what happened first?" 


"Me," you say instantly, before Gallows can get a word in and trick 
everyone in the room. 


"Very well, go ahead. Tell us what happened.” 


"| know this is going to sound crazy, but there's something wrong 
with me. | could feel it when | was going home , so | ran back here to 
try and calm down, but that didn't work. There's Electrike inside my 
stomach right now you see, at least five of them. They keep moving 
around inside of me. | can see them trying to claw their way out of 
my stomach sometimes. and | even threw one up. You can see it in 
that puddle right over there. Or at least what's left of the puddle." 


Everyone except Gallows turned to the shriveled-up Electrike still 
motionless on the floor. They stared at it for a few seconds before 
exchanging looks with one another. You find it odd that would be 
their reaction instead of cowering and shrieking at the grotesque 
sight. 


"| see," Nettle says impassively. "So you were here alone because 
you were having problems with dogs inside you. And what does this 
have to do with the fight you had with Gallows?" 


"She showed up out of nowhere after | threw up that thing," you go 
on. "She had this look on her face, this evil look that screamed she 
wanted to hurt me. | could practically hear her saying ‘I'm going to kill 
you’. So | attacked her before she could do anything." 

"So you attacked her in self-defense." 

"Yes." 


Nettle stares at you very strangely. You can't place what's going 
through his mind right now, but it makes your fur stand up. 


"Ummm, Lyssa," Meteora starts to say. "There isn't any-" 


"Gallows, your turn," Nettle abruptly cuts in, silencing the Tyrunt. 
"Why were you here? You told me you wanted to be alone." 


"| admit it, that was a lie," Gallows answers as she turns to the 
Roserade, her voice solemn. "The truth is, | had a premonition about 
Lyssa and | didn't want any of you following me. | worried you guys 
would get hurt. So, | came here by myself to put a stop to what was 
about to transpire." 


"And what exactly happened in this premonition of yours?" 
"The same thing that happened to Thunder before he went insane." 


Nettle's composed expression breaks into that of disbelief. Behind 
him, Wisp has a similar reaction, visibly deflating at the mere 


mention of their old teammate. Gallows hardens her stare as she 
looks at both Team Rapture members. Meteora steps forward and 
opens her massive jaws, as if to ask what's going on, but Grey 
motions for her to stop. He whispers that they should keep out of the 
ensuing conversation and should instead observe what is about to 
unfold before them. 


"Guys, I'm tired of lying to everyone about him," Gallows says. "You 
can clearly see Lyssa is going through the same thing Thunder did. 
They deserve to know the truth." 


"This isn't the same," Nettle insists with a cold scowl. "Thunder didn't 
say he was vomiting up dogs or felt them moving around in his 
stomach." 


"No, but he kept thinking everyone wanted to hurt him, just like 
Lyssa. And he also couldn't drink any water, just like Lyssa." 


"Lyssa never said that she couldn't drink water." 


"Because you never asked her. But | saw her trying to before | made 
myself known. Her body kept rejecting the water. If you don't believe 
me, ask her to drink something right now." 


Nettle turns to you. He keeps his gaze on you as he seems to 
contemplate something, before turning to Wisp. 


"Get one of the basins here and help Lyssa drink from it," he orders 
the Drifloon. 


"Ummm, okay..." she says as she slowly reflates to her normal size. 
She drifts past you and gingerly picks up Camellia's stone bowl, 
probably because it's small enough for a tiny ghost like her to carry. 
She brings it over to you and gives you an apologetic look. 


"Here, can you drink this for me if | bring it to your mouth?" she asks. 


This is all very strange, but you are thirsty and you sure can't move 
with your arms pinned to your sides. So, you accept Wisp's request 
and nod. She slowly brings the basin to your lips and tilts it gently so 
you can take a few sips. 


The second the water hits your lips, your throat closes up. You try to 
drink anyway, forcing the water into your mouth, but it won't go down. 
You end up choking and coughing it all up, the water dribbling down 
your chin and onto the floor. Wisp retreats in a hurry. 


You keep gagging as your body forces every last bit of water out of 
your mouth. As you cough violently, you can see Nettle growing stiff. 
He's now grimacing and a strange, toxic smell is beginning to emit 
from his bouquets. 


"Can you really not drink that?" Nettle asks you, his voice on the 
verge of trembling. 


"No, | can't," you answer once the coughing finally stops and you can 
catch your breath. "I can't... get it down." 


Nettle visibly wilts. He looks to Gallows, who only stares back with a 
somber gaze. The Roserade sighs dejectedly as he releases his 
hold on you and Gallows and draws his vines back into his bouquets. 
However, you barely notice, as you're too perplexed with the 
situation unfolding around you. 


"This is how it starts," Gallows says. "The dehydration is going to 
make her hallucinations worse. It's going to make her more erratic 
and wild. She's already attacked me under the assumption that | 
wanted to hurt her. | don't want to imagine how much further this can 
escalate." 


"Telling them what happened to Thunder won't help anyone," Nettle 
says. "Believe me when | say | think about what happened to 
Thunder every day and | still can't think of a way we could have 
saved him. He was doomed the moment we left that dungeon." 


"Then I'll help you think of something you haven't considered 
before," Gallows says in return. "For now, they deserve to know the 
truth." 


There is another sigh from the Roserade. 


"Wisp, do you agree with Gallows about telling them what happened 
to Thunder?" he asks. 


"Well... | don't know if they'd believe it since no one else ever did..." 
Wisp says quietly as she plays with her feelers. "But it's worth a try. 
And hey, maybe like Gallows says, we'll find a way to help Lyssa. 
Maybe she won't end up like Thunder." 


"Fine," Nettle says, utter defeat in his voice. 


The Roserade looks to the rest of your team, specifically at Meteora. 
She seems to be growing more and more confused by the moment. 


"Meteora, there's something | need to confess to you," he says. "I 
warn you that none of it will be easy to believe, but it's the truth." 


"O-Okay," the Tyrunt says, still struggling to grasp the conversation. 


Nettle ushers everyone to gather closer around him and take a seat. 
Everyone except Wisp and Gallows does so, with the Drifloon and 
Absol taking their places beside him. You have no idea what's 
happening. You open your mouth to tell everyone that Gallows still 
wants to hurt you and they should tie her back up, but you strangely, 
you don't feel so worried about that anymore. She no longer feels 
like a threat. 


You don't know why your emotions are being so confusing right now, 
but when you try to think about it too deeply, you start to geta 
headache. So you forget about everything and focus on what Nettle 
is saying. 


"| told you that Thunder left our team because his parents died and 
he needed to care for his sister," Nettle begins to say. "That was a 
lie. He left us, but not because of familial problems. The truth is he 
succumbed to a dungeon's influence." 


"He what?" Meteora chokes. 


"It started with a normal mission into a dungeon," Nettle went on. 
"Everything was going as it usually did, but then just as we were to 
leave and go home , Thunder got bit by one of the dungeon 
denizens. A Noibat if | recall right. 


"We didn't think it was a big deal because the wound healed quickly, 
and everything was fine for a few weeks. But then strange things 
began happening to Thunder. He kept complaining about a 
headache that never went away. Then he started feeling anxious all 
the time and could never tell us why he felt that way. Then he 
couldn't drink anything, no matter how much he tried. Then he 
started seeing monsters in the room when it was night, demons that 
wanted to drag him into the underworld if he dared close his eyes. 
Then he began to insist that everyone wanted to hurt him, saying 
that they were looking at him with murderous intent in their eyes. 


"It wasn't long before he began to see us as a threat as well. We 
tried to assure him that we would never hurt him and that we were 
his teammates, but his paranoia couldn't be quelled. Then one day 
when we were all getting ready to sleep for the night... he suddenly 
Snapped and attacked Gallows." 


A deafening silence falls over the group. No one on Team Invictus 
seems to know what to say. 


"| had multiple premonitions before this happened too," Gallows then 
says. "| consistently saw Thunder attacking me in my visions again 
and again, but | chose to ignore them. | didn't understand how these 
futures could have possibly been true when it was my own 
teammate, who always hated fighting, even against dungeon 
denizens. But no, reality played out exactly as it did in my visions, 


except he didn't get to bite me. Nettle managed to rip Thunder off me 
before he could sink his fangs into my neck. He just scratched me up 
quite a bit." 


"And that was when Thunder bolted on us," Nettle continues. "Before 
any of us could question him, he fled the guild as if he were a 
spooked feral. Wisp and | followed him, but we couldn't catch him. 
He eventually fled into the Oakwood Forest dungeon. We tried to 
follow him inside, but for some reason, the dungeon wouldn't let us 
in. It kept spitting us back out every time we went through the 
entrance. 


"And eventually we both heard a voice. A voice that seemed to come 
from inside our heads. It told us to leave, that Thunder belonged to it 
now and that it wouldn't take anyone from our team again." 


"And... you never saw Thunder again?" Meteora then asks. 


"No," Wisp answers for Nettle. "We tried to go back a few times to 
Oakwood Forest, but anytime we went near the dungeon, we weren't 
allowed inside. And this only happened there, too. We can go to any 
other dungeon, but the moment we try entering Oakwood... it will 
kick us out. The dungeon took Thunder and made him a part of it, 
and we can't even see him again..." 


"SO... is he stuck inside the dungeon forever then? | mean, if he 
went in, he can get out whenever he wants, right?" 


Nettle smiles bitterly. 


"No, it's like | said; he's part of the dungeon now," he explains. 
"Those so-called denizens that we all think are nothing more than 
apparitions? They're real Pokemon, victims that are afflicted with the 
dungeon's curse and flee into its labyrinth depths under the 
dungeon's influence." 


"B-But how do you know that for sure?" Meteora asks feebly. "That's 
a huge stretch to say denizens are the ones that fled inside 


dungeons and then never came back out." 


"Because Lyssa was attacked by Thunder himself," Gallows says 
before Nettle can get another word in. 


"Wh-What? How can you know that? You weren't even there when 
Lyssa was attacked! Lyssa was alone when that happened!" 


"Premonitions. They sometimes let me see details of the past too, to 
help me understand the visions of the future. Besides, it's too much 
of a coincidence that a Manectric, Thunder's evolved form, would be 
in the same dungeon he disappeared into and not have it be him." 


Meteora gawks at Gallows, but the Absol's solemn stare doesn't 
break. 


"| can prove it right now," she then says. "When Lyssa was bit, did 
you wrap up her wound in a scarf?" 


"Yeah, | did." 


"Give Grey the scarf and ask him to compare the smell of it to the 
one on Thunder's ball. His saliva from Lyssa's wounds should have 
spread onto the scarf. Wisp, go get the ball while we talk this over." 


The Drifloon nods, and then disappears into a wall. Meteora motions 
to Camellia, who in turn gets to her feet and she makes her way into 
a small chest in the corner of the room. She digs through it fora 
while before pulling out a blue scarf and then comes back over to the 
group. She lays the scarf in front of the Furfrou just as Wisp comes 
back, carrying that familiar green sack. 


"The scarf has been washed though..." Camellia then says. "! don't 
know if that Manectric's smell is still on the scarf." 


"I'll be able to sense Thunder's scent if it's there," Grey assures. 
"Even if something is washed, the scent will still linger on clothing for 


some time. It's difficult to completely get rid of a smell if your nose is 
sharp enough." 


Wisp sets the ball next to the scarf. Grey bends down and begins 
smelling the ball, taking a moment to get a good read on the scent 
before pressing his nose into the scarf. Everyone waits as he 
searches for Thunder's scent. 


After a few seconds, he raises his head. 


"It's faint, but Thunder's scent Is in the scarf," he announces. "That 
means the denizen who attacked Lyssa was, without a doubt, 
Thunder." 


None of Team Rapture seems surprised by this, but a grim air still 
lingers about them. Meteora and Camellia are both staring at the 
scarf with their mouths ajar, too stunned to say a word. Grey seems 
to be the most composed out of everyone, but you can see how his 
tail is tucked between his legs. He's scared too, horrified by 
everything he's heard. 


You're scared as well. You can feel the hairs on the back of your 
neck standing up as a chill goes down your spine. Thunder was the 
dungeon denizen that bit you. He was the one that bit you and that 
means that you're also going to be a denizen. 


"Did you ever tell the Guildmaster about this?" Meteora then asks. 
"What did she say about all this?" 


Nettle and Wisp both look away with discouraged frowns. It's 
Gallows that answers the Tyrunt's question, though it's obvious she'd 
rather not do so. 


"The Guildmaster didn't believe us," she answers. "Evermore said 
there's never been a reported case of a Pokémon being bitten by a 
denizen and then that Pokemon fleeing into a dungeon some time 
later. However, | suspect there's something insidious going on, 
because when | went to talk to her again by myself, she didn't 


remember me ever mentioning Thunder's disappearance last time 
we spoke. I'm convinced that whatever took Thunder has some 
degree of influence over her. Perhaps she was also attacked by a 
denizen and filled with dungeon influence, but the dungeon prefers 
to keep her out here. Perhaps it realizes she has more use out here 
as a guildmaster than as a denizen. 


"We also tried to warn other teams about what happened, but no one 
listened. The concept sounded too outlandish for anyone to believe. 
That, or no one wanted to believe that something so horrifying could 
possibly be occurring..." 


"So what you're saying is that Lyssa going to end up like Thunder," 
Grey says to Nettle after a while. "Because she was bit bya 
dungeon denizen, she's going to run off to a dungeon and never 
come back." 


"Yes," Nettle answers solemnly. 


"Will Gallows not share the same fate? Lyssa clearly attacked her 
and left a few good marks on her. Does dungeon influence not 
spread that way?" 


"No, Gallows is fine. We think the dungeon's essence is spread 
through saliva, or else Gallows would have succumbed to Thunder's 
fate a long time ago." 


"| see." 


You can't believe this. You have barely been a scout for two weeks 
and now, because of one injury, you're going to be a dungeon 
monster. You're going to lose yourself to whatever lurks inside the 
labyrinths. 


This has to be some kind of joke. This can't be happening. You want 
to believe this is some trick Gallows is pulling and is making her 
team go along with it. It would match up with the malice you saw in 
her face before. However, for whatever reason, you no longer fear 


Gallows. All the dread you felt towards her is gone and is now 
directed toward your unfortunate fate. 


How much longer will it take before you succumb just as Thunder 
did? 


"So what should we do about Lyssa then?" Meteora asks. "Is there a 
way to save her from what happened to Thunder? Or is she 
doomed?" 


"As | said, there might be a way to save her, if we act fast enough," 
Gallows states. 


"Like what?" 


"For starters, keep her away from dungeons. We made the mistake 
of letting Thunder escape into Oakwood, and we couldn't get him out 
after that. If Lyssa never goes inside dungeons again, we can buy 
more time and figure out how to help her." 


Meteora pauses and debates something. Then she looks back to 
Gallows with an almost pleading look in her eyes. 


"And you sure we'll find a way to save Lyssa? She won't go insane?" 


"Yes, she can be saved. There has to be a way. This can't happen 
again. This has to end." 


The Tyrunt nods, and you can see the doubt and the dread 
disappearing from her eyes. It disappears as they cling to that flimsy 
hope that you won't meet Thunder's fate.. They want to believe you 
can be saved, that they won't have to lose you. 


You are baffled by how much they care about you. You have barely 
been on their team for two weeks, yet they see you as family. 


Nettle steps toward you and looks upon you, a new, steadfast 
conviction glimmering in his eyes. It seems though he had been the 
one that wanted to talk about Thunder the least, he has come 


around. He sees that he can't abandon you. Though you are not his 
teammate, you are important to Meteora, and that makes you 
important to him in return. 


Though he is much shorter than you, you suddenly feel small before 
him. As though Arceus himself is speaking to you. 


"We're going to help you," Nettle says. "I didn't want to say anything 
because | worried there was nothing we could do, but Gallows is 
right. Maybe there is a way to stop dungeons from taking scouts and 
turning them into denizens. As the indirect cause for your misery... 
I'll do everything in my power to help you. We all will. It's the very 
least we owe you." 


You look upon all of Team Rapture and see them standing tall, willing 
to throw away their very lives if it meant they could help you. You can 
tell from their eyes alone that they won't stop until they save you. 
They won't let the dungeons take another Pokémon again. 


Their resolute spirits stun you and leave you speechless. But it also 
gives you the tiniest bit of hope, hope that maybe everything will be 
Okay. 


Relapse 


Team Rapture makes good on their promise to help you. 


Instead of retiring to their own room after the long conversation, they 
stay in your team's room for the night. They only leave temporarily to 
retrieve blankets from their room to sleep on. You don't know if it's 
because they think you'll lash out again and need to be restrained or 
want to show their support by remaining close to you, but it comforts 
you either way. The room is large as well, so it doesn't feel cramped 
even when all seven of you spend the night together. 


The rest of the night passes peacefully. You do not feel the paranoia 
Thunder had felt and the dogs in your stomach haven't returned. 
You're still thirsty and can't drink any water, but Nettle assures he 
can think of a way to fix that in the morning. 


You sleep peacefully despite everything. 


When you wake up the next day, you find that everyone else is still 
asleep in their beds, or hovering in a corner in Wisp's case. The only 
exceptions to this are Gallows and Nettle, who are nowhere to be 
found. However, you don't find this alarming. They probably went out 
to get something to eat. You think you can even smell breakfast 
waiting in the mess hall deeper into the guild. 


You're tempted to get food yourself, but first you want to see if you 
can drink again. You don't want to cause a scene in front of anyone 
else. If you can't drink, it might be a sign that you can't swallow food 
either. 


You get up and make your way over to Camellia's water bowl. It's 
much too small for you, but you broke yours last night and the other 
bowls are shaped in a way you don't like. You take her bowl and 
make sure there's water in it before gingerly putting it to your lips. 


Your throat clamps shut the moment the water starts seeping into 
your mouth. You spit out the water before you start gagging and 
grumble. You put the bowl back where you found it before crawling 
back into bed. You wait for everyone to wake up. That's all you can 
do at this point. 


After a while, Nettle and Gallows return. By this point, everyone is 
already awake and sharing idly chatter between themselves. When 
the two Team Rapture members enter the room, everyone quiets 
down and notices that the Roserade is carrying several fruits 
wrapped up in his vines. 


"Oh, you brought breakfast?" Meteora asks. "Thank you! Did you 
bring any meat though? You know | don't like fruit one bit..." 


"Please, as if | could forget how much you despise fruit," Nettle 
chuckles. "No, this is for Lyssa. Gallows had an idea with these." 


He approaches you and one of his vines extends to drop one of the 
fruits into your paws, a pecha berry. You look at it with a quizzical 
look before giving the Roserade that same stare. 


"Gallows had the idea that maybe you can't drink water anymore, but 
you could remain hydrated in other ways," he says. "Specifically, by 
eating foods that are filled with water, like this here pecha berry." 


"| Know you're not much of a plant eater, but at least it would get 
water into your body," Gallows then says. "Think you can give ita 
try?" 


You don't see why you can't. True, you merely tolerate berries, but 
you need water. If this is how you're going to get water, then you'll 
eat as many berries as you can handle. 


You raise the pecha to your mouth and take a bite. You chew it and 
instantly feel the juices trickle down your throat. You start to think 
maybe this will work, but just like before, your throat closes and 
you're coughing up the berry. Nettle sighs dejectedly as you slowly 


sit up and wipe the saliva dribbling from your skin, still trying to catch 
your breath. 


"| suppose that didn't work," he says. 


"Let's see if eating an apple causes the same problem," Gallows 
suggests. "They're also full of water, but they're not juicy." 


Nettle then tosses you an apple. You hesitate to eat this apple, 
considering what you just experienced with the pecha. Your throat is 
still sore from the coughing fit. However, you see everyone waiting in 
anticipation, and you know you need to try. So you take a bite out of 
the apple and chew it up, dreading the moment your body turns on 
you. 


Miraculously, you're able to swallow the mushy apple pieces. Your 
body doesn't seem to realize it's filled with water. You finish off the 
rest of the fruit, much to everyone's relief. 


"Good, looks like we can keep you hydrated this way," Nettle says 
with a relieved smile. "| was hoping so, otherwise we'd have to do 
something more drastic." 


"Like what?" you wonder. 


"Have Nettle make a bunch of tiny vines and push them into your 
veins," Gallows says snidely. "He'd channel water from his body into 
yours without needing you to drink anything. It's a little thing some 
grass-types can do when they're part plant and all. What do you 
guys call it, Rehydrating?" 


"That's what | call it," Nettle corrects with a little chuckle of his own. 
"It's not something most appreciate though, since they get a bit 
squeamish about having tendrils poking into their bodies." 


"Oh yeah, | remember when you did that to Monarch on Team Etho 
when he was too weak to drink anything," Gallows then says. "He 


wouldn't stop crying about how you were digging into his muscles 
and touching his bones." 


The two start laughing, somehow finding all of this to be deeply 
amusing. You can only stand there and resist a grimace. You try not 
to imagine dozens of tiny vines forcing their way under your skin, 
even if it's the one thing that'll keep you alive if you can't eat or drink 
anything anymore. 


Your teammates must feel the same way, because they're all 
cringing at the mental image as well. Meteora coughs awkwardly, 
which finally quiets the two Team Rapture members. 


"Okay well let's just hope we don't have to do that then," she says. 
"Lyssa, you Okay with eating apples for a while?" 


"| don't like it that much, but if it Keeps me alive, I'll do it," you answer 
with a shrug. "I'd prefer not to have that Rehydration technique done 
on me." 


"Hopefully it won't come to that," Gallows says in return. "For now, at 
least we've solved the issue about your dehydration. That'll definitely 
make you feel better and maybe even stave off further 
hallucinations." 


" Are you seeing any hallucinations at the moment, Lyssa?" Nettle 
then asks. "What are you perceiving right now?" 


"Nothing out of the ordinary," you answer. "I'm just talking to 
everyone on Team Invictus and Rapture and you two are trying to 
feed me fruits." 


"Good, so you're still sound of mind," Nettle says with a nod. "Do let 
us know if reality begins to shift for you in any way or form. Even if 
it's something benign like the floor turning into grass, you let us 
know. We don't want it escalating into something worrisome." 


"What do we do now that the issue of dehydration has been 
resolved?" Grey then asks as he approaches the two Rapture 
members. 


"Well, we should probably find a way to remove the dungeon 
influence from Lyssa," Gallows states after pausing a moment. 
"She's stable right now, so our next step should be to remove what's 
causing the problem in the first place." 


"Hah. You sound like a nurse when you talk that way!" Wisp then 
says as she swoops on over with a giggle. "What are you doing, 
being a scout like the rest of us?" 


"| thought about being a nurse, sometimes," Gallows admits with a 
shy smile. "But then how could | help anyone when | don't have 
hands? But that's besides the point. Anyone have any ideas on how 
we can free Lyssa from the dungeon's clutches?" 


Everyone takes a few moments to come up with some ideas, some 
of them pacing as they think while others stand silently. You don't 
blame them for taking so long; you're all attempting to do something 
no one else has done before. Or at least, as far as you know. 
Perhaps many other scouting teams in other guilds have also tried to 
save their doomed members over the years, but they never made 
the information public. That, or they failed to save their teammate. 


You try not to think about that last part. 


"| think we should definitely keep Lyssa out of the dungeons,” 
Camellia says while raising her paw. "I like that idea Gallows had last 
night. But ummm, should any of us go on missions while Lyssa is still 
like this? Or should we all take some time off?" 


"If we can all help it, it's best we all stay together and not do any 
missions," Gallows states. "It'll provide for less distractions and 
potentially keep us safe if the dungeons want to lash out at us for 
keeping Lyssa away. | Know our team has enough funds to keep us 
afloat if we don't work for a few days. What about your team?" 


"| think we'll be good for a week," Meteora says. "Going to be pretty 
weird not going on missions for that long though..." 


"If we can find a cure quickly enough, then hopefully we won't have 
to stop working for an entire week," Gallows replies. 


"| just don't Know if | want to go back into dungeons after learning 
everything that happened to Thunder and now Lyssa," Camellia 
says, tail shivering uncomfortably. "| know that everyone needs 
supplies from dungeons, but if it means | might get trapped in one 
forever... that scares me." 


"Hey, it Scares me too, but apparently that only happens if you get 
bit," Meteora then tries to reassure with a smile. "So as long as you 
get bit, that'll never happen!" 


The Emolga doesn't seem so convinced by that, but she says 
nothing more. She only creeps over to Nettle and asks for one of his 
berries. He bends down and hands her a pecha using his vines, 
which she doesn't hesitate to nibble on. 


More silence fills the room. No one is able to come up with any 
ideas. You can feel it in the air with how everyone is looking at each 
other with unsure gazes. Thankfully, someone speaks up again. 


"What if we just waited this whole thing out and made the dungeon 
bored of Lyssa?" Wisp then suggests. "It seems to me like that 
dungeon relies on driving you crazy to make you flee into it. So, what 
if we just stopped that from happening?" 


"Explain what you mean,” Nettle says. 


"Well think about it. When Thunder got bit, it looked like things were 
escalating for him," Wisp then says as she swings her thread-like 
appendages back and forth. "He couldn't drink, he couldn't sleep 
without something wanted to hurt him, and he looked so scared all 
the time. The dungeon was clearly doing something to his head so 
he'd want to leave the guild. Maybe it was trying to make the outside 


world look awful and the only way he was ever going to be able to 
live peacefully was in a dungeon." 


"You're suggesting that if we can keep Lyssa fed and make her 
understand any hallucinations aren't real, she'll never feel compelled 
to run away," Grey then says. 


"That's exactly what I'm saying!" Wisp says. "I mean, | don't know if 
it'll work, but | Sure can't think of any sort of cure. It's the best idea 
I've got." 


Gallows nods quietly to herself before looking at you. 


"Lyssa, do you ever feel like you would be safer in a dungeon than 
here with us?" she asks. 


You think about that. Right now, you don't feel any compulsion to 
leave the guild and enter a dungeon. You feel safe and happy while 
you're surrounded by familiar and caring Pokemon. However, you do 
remember how comfortable you felt while inside the Mt. Crackle 
dungeon. You remember feeling at home even though it was a 
dungeon and you knew how dangerous it was. You also remember 
vague dreams about wandering through dungeons and feeling quite 
content there. 


Even now, as you start to think about Oakwood Forest and your 
encounter with Thunder, a strange sense of longing fills your heart. 
Even knowing how wrong that is doesn't change your feelings. 


"Yes," you answer. "| don't feel the need to leave all of you right now 
and go into a dungeon, but the idea of being inside one sounds 
nice." 


"| see," Gallows states simply. "Then it sounds like we should try 
Wisp's idea since we can't think of anything else at the moment." 


"SO we just give Lyssa water with Nettle's vines and make sure she 
isn't hallucinating?" Camellia asks. 


"That's the idea, yes," Gallows replies. 


"How long do you think we're going to have to wait though?" Meteora 
then asks. "| mean, | don't mind playing the waiting game for a few 
days, but what if we have to do this for weeks or months?" 


"Hopefully it doesn't come to that," Nettle says. "If the dungeon is 
that persistent to have Lyssa... we'll have to find a cure. Somehow. 
Suppose we'll have plenty of time to find answers while we're 
keeping her away from dungeons at least." 


He then looks to you. 
"Does all of this sound fine to you?" he asks. 


"Yeah, it's not like we can do anything else," you answer with a 
shrug. "My only worry is that we're all going to be bored.” 


Nettle chuckles as two vines protrude from a bouquet and twist 
around one another. 


"Oh don't worry, there's plenty we can all do together," he assures. 
"We have plenty of games to play, not to mention someone can go 
out and gather books and meals whenever we need them. Boredom 
will be the least of our problems. Try to think of this as a long 
vacation." 


You're not sure about that, but you don't argue. You don't, because 
you're still anxious about all of this and you don't want anyone to 
know. The less you talk, the better. You were rather glad everyone 
was talking around you and only addressed you when needed. 


On the first day of this "vacation", you and the others stay inside the 
bedroom. Sometimes you'll all leave to go into the mess hall for 
meals, for the most part, you stay put. You spend the majority of the 
day playing games, like the Ball Toss and Sticks and Bones. It 
makes the time pass quickly and you don't even think you felt dogs 
in your stomach the entire time. 


On the second day, the hallucinations do start to come back, but only 
a little. You can hear the dogs growling, but you don't feel them 
inside you this time. It helps that when you alert everyone to this, you 
all go outside and take a walk around the city. Whenever you do that, 
the growling stops. 


On the third day, you feel the Electrike in your stomach again. You 
do your best to ignore it, but it's hard to do that when they keep 
yipping and scratching at your flesh. Mercifully you don't vomit up a 
dog again, but you're too scared to try drinking water to find out. 
You're almost too scared to even eat apples, your paws trembling as 
you hold the fruit to your lips. 


On the fourth day, it becomes very obvious that the dungeons want 
you to become a denizen already. Your heart won't stop racing and 
you struggle to breathe. You spend the entire day in your room in 
your bed, trying not to give into your growing anxiety. You tell 
yourself that there is nothing wrong and that you are safe, but it 
doesn't help. The dread continues to consume you. Not even having 
your teammates close by helps. You feel you're in more danger by 
being around them, even if you know they're the safest Pokémon to 
be with. 


On the fifth day, you can no longer eat. Your throat clamps up at 
even the sight of an apple. Not only that, but the dogs are louder and 
more vigorous. You know it's fake, but their claws feel so real against 
your stomach. You're sure that at any moment they'll tear through 
your bowels and tumble out of your body in a bloody heap. Nettle 
wants to hydrate you with his vines, but you refuse. You will not let 
his vines go into your veins. You have a fear that if he does this, 
some part of his vines will detach from his body and remain inside 
yours. The vines will then grow and grow as they feed off your blood 
like a parasite until it leeches you dry or make you explode from the 
inside out. Nettle tells you that'll never happen and that you need 
water or else you'll die, but you still won't let him near you with his 
deadly vines. 


Unfortunately, no one gives you a choice and Camellia paralyzes 
you, making it so that you don't fight it. At least you can't feel 
anything as Nettle worms his vines into your arm and pushes fluids 
into your body. 


It is now the sixth day. Your symptoms haven't worsened, but they 
haven't gone away either. You are the same as you were yesterday. 
You don't know if that's better or worse. Your throat is dry and 
scratchy. You yearn for water and food, but you know you can't have 
them. You are entirely dependent on Nettle for nourishment now. You 
feel like a helpless kit. 


As you lay there in bed, your teammates and Team Rapture discuss 
what to do with you. They talk as though you aren't in the room with 
them, and you suppose you can't blame them. The hysteria that's 
been building thanks to the sickness is silencing your tongue. You 
worry if you say even one word, you'll have a full-blown panic attack. 
So instead, you listen to everyone talk as they watch you pitifully. 


"She's not getting any better..." Camellia says quietly as her tail 
twitches nervously. 


"No, she isn't," Gallows says plainly. "| had hoped that the dungeon 
would give up on her by now, but it seems rather persistent." 


"What do we do then?" Camellia then asks. "Do we keep her here 
and hope the dungeon finally leaves her alone?" 


"We could, but | don't know how much longer we can sustain her like 
this," Nettle then says as two small vines protrude from a bouquet 
and tie around each other. "She needs actual food, not the nutrients 
I've been slipping into the water | give her. What I'm doing now isn't a 
long-term solution." 


"How long do you think you could keep this up?" Gallows asks. 


"Maybe a week more," Nettle says with a shrug. "I've never hydrated 
someone this much. Though, | Suppose we could have Wisp phase 


food directly into Lyssa's stomach now that | think about it." 


"That sounds very ghoulish," the Drifloon says with a shudder. "You 
sure that's a good idea? Can we even do that in the first place?" 


"It might be what we have to do," Nettle answers simply. "We can't 
let her starve." 


You think it sounds much better than having vines feed you nutrients, 
but you don't say anything. You let everyone ponder in silence for a 
few moments. 


"Well clearly keeping Lyssa out of the dungeons isn't helping her at 
all, so maybe we need to start finding a cure of some kind," Meteora 
then says. "Otherwise, she's just going to be like this for the rest of 
her life." 


"Unfortunately, you're right," Gallows says with a sigh. "We can't play 
the waiting game anymore. We need to take more proactive 
measures to helping Lyssa. Perhaps we can try finding some healing 
items and seeing if they have any effect on her. I've heard there are 
some berries that cure delirium, So perhaps we should start there." 


"Maybe a heal seed would do something too," Meteora suggests. 
"They can cure all kinds of problems like poisonings and paralysis, 
So maybe it could help Lyssa too. Maybe." 


"It's worth a try," Gallows says. "We'll try anything anyone can think 
of." 


"Maybe we should buy some blast seeds and blow up some 
dungeons," Grey quips. "Lyssa wouldn't have anywhere to go if we 
did that." 


"Yeah, blow up every dungeon in the world, right," Gallows says with 
a dry chuckle. "We'd probably upset the dungeons instead and make 
it lash out at us." 


They all decide to head to the market to find these items for you, but 
they leave Camellia with you. You can't be left alone after all, just in 
case you snap and flee into a dungeon. The little Emolga bids 
everyone farewell as they leave the bedroom, leaving you two alone 
in the bedroom together. She sighs as she nuzzles you softly. 


"Don't worry, Lyssa," she says with a weak smile. "You're going to 
get better. Everyone's doing everything they can to help you. I'm 
sure they'll find something'll that will get rid of that dungeon 
sickness." 


You don't say anything, but you do smile in return and lean into the 
Emolga's touch. She crawls over to her bed for just a moment to 
retrieve a small book before returning to you. She rests her head 
against your side and then begins to read aloud for the both of you. 
She reads you a story about a brave Eevee from a faraway land ona 
quest to vanquish a tyrannical Salamance terrorizing an entire 
kingdom. It's a simple, but charming tale that does ease your 
anxieties just a little bit. You close your eyes as Camellia narrates 
the tale, imagining the brave warrior's adventure in this fantastical 
world so different from your own. 


A couple of hours pass and you're listening to the part where the 
Eevee has met a mysterious Servine that is offering aid for his quest, 
when there is a knock at the door. Camellia stops reading as she 
gets up and makes her way over to the door. She opens it, and 
you're both surprised to see a Honchkrow standing on the other side. 
The large bird fluffs up her feathers before she steps into the room, 
Camellia quickly stepping out of her way. 


"G-Guildmaster Evermore!" she squeaks. "What are you doing 
here?" 


"I've noticed that your team and Rapture's haven't been doing any 
missions lately," she answered coolly. "Is everything alright? | can 
understand taking one or two days off, but it's been nearly a week 
now." 


"O-Oh, well, Lyssa has been feeling a little sick. So we've all been 
taking care of her." 


"Even Team Rapture? She must be quite sick if she needs six 
Pokémon to care for her." 


"She's very sick... yeah..." 


Evermore looks away from the Emolga and stares directly at you. 
You only stare back, daring not to make a sound. Her presence 
alone makes your anxiety spike. The bird walks up to you and looks 
at you with her beady red eyes. 


"| must say, you do look quite ill to me," she says after a while. 
"Normally | would suggest seeing the nurse, but | don't think she 
could help you. You have something quite monstrous inside you." 


"W-We're hoping that she gets better soon," Camellia says as she 
comes back to your side and softly brushes your ears. "Everyone 
went out to get some medicines that we think will help her." 


The Honchkrow nods silently to herself. She walks around you, her 
clawed feet rapping against the softly against the flooring, all while 
she assesses you. Camellia holds onto you as she watches the 
Honchkrow uneasily, her tail twitching with every step the bird 
makes. 


The bird circles you and Camellia for a little longer before finally 
stopping. 


"| do hate to tell you this, but no medicine will help Lyssa," Evermore 
then says. "She has a very special kind of sickness." 


"And what's that...?" Camellia asks timidly. 


Evermore stares directly at you. Her hat-like feathers cast a shadow 
over her face. 


"She's homesick." 


"|... don't think this is homesickness. | think it's something much 
more serious.” 


"No, it's most certainly homesickness. A severe degree of it, but 
longing for home all the same. It may be difficult to believe, but 
homesickness can cause physical and emotional illness and displays 
symptoms similar to what your teammate is exhibiting." 


Camellia doesn't seem so convinced, but she doesn't say anything. 
The Honchkrow ruffles her feathers before leaning toward you ever 
so slightly. 


"Though it pains me to say it, Lyssa needs to go home , otherwise 
her symptoms will worsen even further." 


"N-No, she doesn't!" Camellia insists. "She's getting better!" 


" She needs to go home," Evermore says again. "Her suffering can 
only end if she goes home . | won't force her to leave the guild, but 
I've seen this exact case a million times. The afflicted never gets 
better. They will never stop wanting to go home for as long as they 
live ." 


The large bird clacks her beak. 
"Make the right choice, Camellia. For your own teammate's sake." 


Then the bird unceremoniously leaves the room, leaving Camellia 
speechless at what has just happened. You are also stunned silent 
by the Guildmaster's words, but strangely enough, your anxiety is 
slowly settling down as you reflect on her words. 


Go home. You know exactly what she means when you Say that. 
After all, Evermore is a dungeon denizen that's allowed to live in the 
outside world, if Gallows’ hypothesis is correct. 


You start to wonder how long you're going to be like this. You know 
you can live outside of the dungeon forever, essentially. Nettle can 


always feed you fluids and Wisp can phase meat directly into your 
stomach. Your body will continue to live. But your spirit... 


Do you really want to live like this? Do you really want to be a husk 
of yourself for the rest of your life? Do you really want everyone to 
care for you like you're a helpless kit all over again, for the rest of 
their lives? 


Is this really living? 


"Lyssa? You okay?" Camellia asks as she gently shakes you. "You 
look scared." 


You nod vapidly. She doesn't need to worry about you. No one 
should. 


"Don't listen to the Guildmaster," she then says. "She's just talking 
crazy. We're going to help you. There's a way for you to get better 
besides going into a dungeon. We just haven't found it yet." 


You want to believe her, but you can't. It has been six days and 
you're only getting worse. 


You're done with this. All of this. 


A while later, everyone comes back from their trip in town. They've 
brought back everything they think will help you, plus some meat 
from the butcher's. As you predicted, the medicines don't work. The 
heal seed doesn't erase your dread (though it does ease away the 
headache that had been building while they were gone) and the 
enigmatic berry Gallows had mentioned doesn't do anything except 
slightly fill your stomach. 


Everyone is dejected by this, but they decide to try more in the 
morning. Maybe they can think of more ideas in their sleep. You 
know they won't, but you don't tell them that. Besides, after tonight, 
they won't need to worry about you again. 


You wait until everyone falls asleep. You keep your eyes closed until 
all is quiet. You look around and check to make sure everyone is in 
their beds and deep in their dreams. You wait a couple of minutes, 
making sure no one is pretending to sleep like you were, and then sit 
up. Your muscles ache as you make your way to the window. Your 
muscles have atrophied so quickly. If you had waited even a day 
longer, you fear walking would have been impossible. 


You open the window and look back at everyone. They are still fast 
asleep. You want to say you regret leaving them, that you're giving 
up when all of them swore they'd do everything to help you, but you 
don't. It's better this way and you know it. 


You are doomed and it's pointless to deny it anymore. 


You slip out the window and race out of the guild. In the dead of 
night, you run like a wild beast to the nearest dungeon, your home : 
Oakwood Forest . 


You get there much faster than you had anticipated. Perhaps the 
desperation is pushing you to move faster despite your sore legs. 
When you arrive at the dungeon, you stop before its entrance and 
take everything in. You look at the branches that were once 
frightening claws and now see they seem like welcoming, open 
arms. You see the tree hollows and they no longer drip with black 
sap. The once nightmarish forest now looks like the woods 
hatchlings used to play in before a dungeon's curse took over. 
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You stare at the ground, like an ashamed hatchling. You think you 
hear chuckling, but it sounds more like creaking wood. 
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You feel the entrance beckoning you, calling to you. You even feel 
invisible strings tugging you forward. You take a deep breath as you 
head into the dungeon. Again, you anticipate the regret of leaving 


everyone behind and succumbing to the dungeon, but you don't. You 
are too tired of everything. 


"Lyssa!" 


Something wraps around your legs and pulls you to the ground, 
where more vines then tie your arms together. You turn back and 
startled to see the entirety of Team Invictus and Rapture standing 
nearby. You realize the binds around your limbs are Nettle's vines. 
You could struggle, but he's shifted his legs into roots and have 
embedded them deep into the soil. No matter how hard you fight, 
you won't be able to break his hold. 


"How?" you growl, your fur bristling. "All of you were asleep." 


"Lyssa, I'm an Absol," Gallows answers dryly. "Did you really think | 
wouldn't have premonitions about this?" 


"Let me go," you spit as you bare your fangs. "I'm not getting any 
better, you all know it's true. Put me out of my misery." 


"And let you live inside the dungeon forever as a demon?" Gallows 
scoffs. 


"Lyssa, please, don't do this," Meteora begs as she slowly 
approaches you, a bag dangling from her teeth swaying with each 
step. "| Know we haven't found anything to help you yet, but you can't 
just give up yet! We're... we're close, | can feel it!" 


"You don't believe that for one second," you say. "You don't know 
what you're doing, none of you do. You're just hoping the dungeons 
stop caring about me and leave me alone. Well guess what, it's not 
working! I'm just wasting away! Spending every day in agony until 
death comes for me!" 


"You're not going to die," Grey barks. "We've figured out a way to 
prevent that. If we didn't, you never would have had the strength to 
make it this far." 


You don't have time for this. They're not going to listen to you, no 
matter what you say. They want to save you at all costs, even if it 
means you have to keep suffering. 


You would think the dungeon would help you escape your 
teammates, but perhaps it doesn't have the power to do that. Only 
you can enter the dungeon and finally be at peace. Only you can 
finally end this torment. 


You glare at everyone for a second, two seconds, and then blast 
Nettle with a fire stream. Because he's rooted to the ground, he isn't 
able to dodge the attack and instantly catches fire. As he screams 
and everyone flounders to put out the flames, you sink your fangs 
into the vines binding your limbs. The thorns pierce your mouth and 
blood dribbles onto the soil, but you don't care. You have to escape. 


You need to go home. 


You tear apart the vines tying your front paws together. Then you 
slash the vines binding your back limbs. 


The last thing you hear is everyone screaming your name before you 
throw yourself into the dungeon. After that, there is only silence. 


Convalescence 


Everything is quiet in the Oakwood Forest. 


Not only have the screams of your teammates faded away, but so 
have all other sounds. There is no rustling of branches from the 
wind. There is no chirping from the birds that should live in the 
branches. You don't even hear your own breathing. 


A spell of silence has fallen over the forest, just like the first time you 
ever ventured here. But unlike before, you're not scared. Why would 
you be when this is your new home? 


You feel something clawing its way up your throat. You retch violently 
as you fall on your paws and knees. You gag several times as 
whatever it is comes out of you in pieces, only giving you a few 
seconds to breathe before you vomit again. 


Eventually, after what feels like an eternity, the ordeal is done, and 
you're left gasping for breath. You wipe the bile and spit from your 
mouth. Through tear-filled eyes, you see a small pile of shrunken 
Electrike before you, soaked to the bone in your stomach acids. 


The sight should send you screaming, but it doesn't. It doesn't 
because you on longer feel any remnants of the dogs inside you 
anymore. All of them are now right here before you, now shriveled 
corpses. Your stomach is now yours again. You know they were just 
hallucinations, but it really did feel like they were sapping away your 
energy like an actual unhatched Pokémon might. 


Feeling 
better 
You can tell the dungeon is asking a question, but it doesn't sound 


like that. The voice lacks intonation. Like the dungeon is only doing a 
rudimentary imitation of speech. At least you can hear it talking now. 


You vaguely recall it would repeatedly speak directly to your mind 
without having to say a single word. 


You nod quietly in the nighttime darkness of the labyrinth. You hear 
something moving in the trees, something scurrying across the 
branches. You look up toward the sound, but there is nothing there. 
You are the only one in this dungeon. 


When you look back at the pile of Electrike, you see that they've 
vanished, as though they never existed in the first place. There isn't 
even a puddle of your stomach acids where they once were. 


You 
must 
be 
thirsty 


The sound of rushing water fills your ears. Your mouth instantly 
salivates. You get up on all fours and hurry toward the noise with 
surprising haste. You didn't think you'd still have energy after being 
So frail all this time and puking out all that was left in your stomach. 
Of course, you might be moving so quickly because the ground is 
helping you. 


You don't know how to explain it, but the grass seems to help push 
you along. It undulates softly and seems to help carry you to your 
destination. You are too dehydrated to be unsettled by this. 


A few moments later, you arrive at a stream. The water glimmers 
even though there isn't a moon in sight in this labyrinth. You lick you 
lips at the sight, but you don't drink. You worry that your throat will 
close up again. 

You 


are 


home 
You 
do 
not 
need 
to 
worry 


You cautiously approach the water's edge and bend down. You 
carefully cup some water in your paws before taking a small sip, 
waiting for that dreadful moment your body rejects the precious, life- 
sustaining fluid. But to your great relief, the water trickles down your 
throat with ease. Your poor, parched throat is finally given relief after 
so many days of torture. 


You lose all semblance of dignity as you bring your mouth right 
above the water's surface and greedily lap as much water as you 
can. You probably look no different than a wild Pokémon right now. 
You know there's no reason to complain though. It's not as though 
there's bowls in the dungeon. 


Eventually you quench your thirst and you fall onto your back. You 
stare blissfully into the black, empty void that is the dungeon's sky. 
You could almost fall asleep with how relieved you feel right now. 


But you don't, because you know where you are and you have 
questions. If you're going to stay in this dungeon forever, you want 
answers. 


You take a few minutes to articulate your thoughts, which is 
immensely aided by the silence this dungeon has granted you, 
before you sit up and stare into the water. Your reflection stares 
back. It seems more wild, more unhinged, more feral than you, even 


when you don't groom yourself for a few days. You tell yourself this is 
just a trick of the dungeon and that's not what you really look like 
right now. 


"What are you?" you ask. 


It's a very vague and open question, but you want to see how the 
dungeon responds. It's clearly capable of thinking, and you want to 
see how deeply it can. 


For a long time, the dungeon doesn't answer you. You almost don't 
think it knows how to respond when your vision suddenly begins to 
change. The forest slowly fades away as the world around you 
becomes a vast and bountiful field, one untouched by the corruption 
of the dungeon. Hills rest in the near distance and a peaceful sky 
hangs above without a cloud in sight. Not too far from here, you see 
a quaint village, one much smaller than the ones you usually see. 
You estimate only fifty or so Pokémon live in that village, and that's 
being generous. 


Then something falls from the sky. Something made of shimmering 
colors that give off an otherworldly, almost idyllic glow. It plummets 
straight into one of the hills, but it doesn't upheave dirt as it is buried 
into the ground. No, somehow the object seems to phase through 
the dirt, as if it were a liquid or gas. 

My 

first 

memory 

Everything 

before 


was 


nothing 


Just then, the hill the strange matter had crashed into shifts. It melts 
into an iridescent liquid before engulfing the entirety of the field. 
Everything it touches is warped into something hideous. The grass 
becomes sharp like fangs. The trees' branches become curled while 
roots upheave themselves. The flowers grow dozens of thorns along 
their stems. The remaining hills in the area are flattened instantly 
and their consumed mass are fed to the growing monstrosity. 


All of the plants merge together as they rise, creating an 
impenetrable wall that scrapes the sky no bird Pokémon could ever 
hope to fly over. The plants wind themselves closely together, so 
close that not even a Joltik can squeeze between them. There is 
only a single gap, a hole so wide that even an Aggron could fit 
through it. An entrance to this wretched place, for those foolish 
enough to want to venture within. 


And several fools do enter, some time later. A small group, 
consisting of a Seviper, Skitty, and Luxio. They make their way into 
the abominable corruption of nature. Maybe they are curious. Maybe 
they do it on a dare. Maybe they are simply that stupid. 


/ 
was 
SO 


hungry 


There is reluctance from the Seviper, but he still enters when his 
companions do. He does not want to be alone. If they die, he will die 
with them. The three enter the gaping maw that is the newly formed 
dungeon's entrance. 


And 


they 


entered 
so 
willingly 


Sometime later, the three re-emerge. They are alive, but all is not 
well with them. They seem on edge and always seem to be looking 
over their shoulders, as though thinking someone is behind them. 
They vow never to return to the strange field. 


But it doesn't matter. 
They return, of course, many days later. They cannot help it. 


They are hollow shells of their former selves. There are bags under 
their eyes and the furred ones seemed to have stopped grooming 
themselves. The snake's scales are cracked and dry. 


There is no hesitance from any of them as they enter the dungeon. 
They willingly step inside, surrendering themselves to it. They will not 
return to the outside world ever again. 


What leaves the corrupted land in their place is but a single wisp, a 
smaller version of the object that warped the landscape into the 
horrid place it is now. It drifts off into the distance like a dandelion 
seed, venturing for miles and miles upon gentle winds. 


This wisp will soon reach a mountain, which it shall claim just as it 
did the field. And it shall welcome more Pokémon into its depths, 
more souls to wade through its ever-yearning bowels. 


You find yourself inside Oakwood Forest again. You blink a few 
times, making sure you've been brought back to reality. You don't 
appreciate the dungeon warping your vision like that, but you know 
you are powerless here. You belong to the dungeon. Every part of 
you does. 


You feel your stomach growl then. You look around as you listen for 
any movement around you, hoping your next meal won't be too far 
away. You already know that to find food here, you'll have to hunt like 
a feral. It's not as though a market will suddenly appear within the 
forest. 


Not 
true 


Prismatic, ropey tendrils rise out of the ground and worm their way 
into your stomach. They feel like Nettle's vines, but colder and 
smoother. They feel like death incarnate. You hiss and try to swipe 
your claws at them, but your limbs won't move. You are a prisoner of 
your own body. All you can do is let the tentacles bury into you, 
pulsating softly with each passing second. You even think you hear 
them whispering strange things, words of an alien language you will 
never understand. 


A moment later, the feelers withdraw, and they seep back into the 
dirt. They leave no marks where they touched you, as though they 
were merely hallucinations. The hunger pains you once felt have 
disappeared. A strange sense of fullness fills you and leaves you 
feeling warm and sleepy, as though you have eaten an entire 
Swellow in one sitting. 


You 

will 

be 
nourished 


You don't understand how the dungeon is able to feed you, but 
you're too tired to question it. You want to sleep. Your eyes are 
already starting to droop. You get on all fours as you search for a 
place to curl up. 


You spot a burrow beneath one of the trees close to where you 
stand. It seems to have been freshly dug up, as if it was made just 
for you. You make your way over to the den and crawl inside to find 
that it's the perfect fit for you. It's snug enough that you feel safe, but 
wide enough that you can stretch if you must. You pat down the dirt 
before laying on your belly, tail curled loosely around your body. 


The ground feels far more comfortable than your old bed. It doesn't 
itch and poke through your fur and irritate your skin. The dirt might 
stick to your fur, but you can live with that. You also enjoy the earthy 
smell all around you. It feels comforting. 


Need 
anything 
more 


You do. You have a question. A question you have always 
wondered, ever since you learned dungeons take Pokémon and trap 
them within themselves forever. 


"Why do you trap Pokémon here?" you ask. "What's special about 
us?" 


There is more ponderous silence from the dungeon. You can hear it 
thinking all around you, a hushed cacophony of uncanny whispers. It 
reminds you of the noise Ninjask hordes make in the summer. 


You feel the dirt around you shifting, as though the ground itself were 
taking a deep breath. 


Your vision warps again and you see a lone Espeon enter what 
appears to be a rainforest dungeon. He wears a saddle bag and a 
yellow scarf tightly around his neck. You watch him cautiously 
navigate through the dense vegetation, trying not to trip over the 
many exposed roots lining the forest floor. If too many thick plants 
block his path, he uses his telekinesis to push the leaves aside and 


continue on his way. You hardly see him use his claws for anything, 
even when dungeon denizens fling themselves at him. He much 
prefers to blast them away with psychic energy or star-like 
projectiles. 


You notice that while he is in a rainforest, it seems rather sickly. The 
leaves have strange, sickly white spots along their blades. Deep 
gouges line every tree trunk in sight. Branches are wilting. Any 
streams that run through the dungeon have almost dried up 
completely, only a small sliver of water creeping along the ground 
now. 


Your 
minds 


Some time passes and he is further inside the dungeon. His scarf is 
being used to cover a fresh bite mark on his neck. There is a 
darkening pool of blood on the once blemish-free fabric. You notice 
his fur seems more frazzled, as though constantly on edge. 
However, he is still able to maneuver through the dense jungle with 
silent grace, gemstone glimmering softly with every step. 


You notice there isn't even a scratch on any of the trunks anymore. 
Your 
intellect 


Some more time passes. You can tell it has been more than a day, 
somehow. He has lost his scarf, allowing you to see his neck wound 
has scabbed over. His saddle bag is still tied to his back, but it 
seems lighter than before. Perhaps he's used quite a few of his 
items since you last saw him. You also notice that his claws never 
retract back into his paws. They are always out, as though he is 
constantly worried that something will burst from the shadows. He 
never uses them though, even when something does attack him. 


Not only have the trees' trunks become healthy again, but their 
leaves have regained their vibrant green. Whatever had been eating 
away at their veins has been purged completely. 


It 
nourishes 


Some more time passes. The saddle bag is gone. His once velvety 
fur is matted and dirty, making him more resemble a Jolteon. The 
once wise and almost ethereal look in his eyes is gone. Now they 
are wild, panicked, and harsh. His forked tail flicks violently 
whenever he thinks something is near and he arches his back and 
hisses. Whenever something does make itself known, however 
harmless it is, he launches himself at the creature without hesitation 
and scratches them relentlessly. He never once uses his psychic 
abilities, even if it would be more beneficial to him. 


When the Espeon finds a stream to drink from, you notice that it's no 
longer a trickle of water. It's now a steady flow, one that the Espeon 
can easily bathe in if he wanted. 


You find yourself back in the burrow in Oakwood Forest. You hadn't 
realized it before because you were too busy finding water, but the 
dungeon does seem different than when you first explored it. It 
seems more lively, more like the forest it supposedly used to be. 
There are no twisted branches or black sap. The canopies are full of 
leaves again. 


If you didn't know any better, you wouldn't think this is a dungeon in 
the first place. 


You feel a hole growing in your chest. You start to wonder if maybe 
you should have stayed with your teammates. Maybe they would 
have found a cure for you and your mind wouldn't be eaten away 
until you were nothing but a crazed animal. Maybe you didn't have 
enough faith in them. 


Or maybe you should have killed yourself instead. 


It's too late though. You've chosen your fate. You are now the 
dungeon's until your mind has rotted away. You could try to leave, 
but what would it matter? Then you would continue to suffer as the 
dungeon demands you return. You wouldn't be able to eat, drink, or 
do anything. At least if you remain here, you'll only lose your mind. 
Maybe you won't even realize it's happening and this dungeon will 
become your normal reality. 


You bury yourself deeper into your fur. You're tired. So very tired. 
You haven't had a good night's rest in so long. 


You close your eyes and enter a dreamless dream. A blank darkness 
where all is quiet and calm and a formless creature watches over 
you. You feel its many limbs curled around you, holding you 
protectively, possessively. 


Do 
not 
be 
afraid 
You 
are 
safe 
You 
are 


mine 


It whispers this to you, as though it were a lullaby. You hear these 
soft words echo in your mind, and it soothes you. 


Yes, everything will be fine. You will be taken care of here. You will 
be loved. You will be cherished. 


You are hom- 


You hear something exploding. Red suddenly fills your vision and a 
horrid screeching sound pierces your ears. The ground quakes and 
dirt falls onto your fur. You instinctually jump to your feet and bolt out 
of the den, only to find that you are no longer in a forest. 


You are in hell. 


The trees have been blasted apart, leaving shards of charred plant 
matter scattered along the now burnt and barren ground. What few 
trees are still standing have completely caught fire and are so deeply 
consumed by the orange flames that you can see the bark 
disintegrating within. Thick, white smoke blots out the sky and winds 
between the burning trees like an odious presence. 


Your eyes water as the smoke burns your eyes. The fire rages all 
around you, snapping and cracking like a hungry beast. You drop on 
all fours as you desperately look around you, searching for a way 
out. You quickly find there is none. The flames consume everything 
they touch and have already snaked their way over your den. 


Shimmering tendrils rise out of the ground and try to extinguish the 
flames, but the moment they touch the fire, they instantly melt into a 
vaporous puddle. You can hear the dungeon screaming all around 
you, howling in pain. It sounds like a mix between a wounded feral 
and an alien's guttural growling. 


Winds kick up, allowing the fires to scatter further. Very soon all you 
can see is raging orange flames behind an impenetrable wall of 
haze. You start coughing as smoke gets into your lungs. 


"Lyssa! There you are!" 


You turn to see something emerging from the smoke. No, not just 
something; there's multiple silhouettes rushing toward you from 
behind the flames. Seconds later, you're able to see them. 


It's all of Team Invictus and Rapture. 


All of them are covered in soot from braving the forest fire. You can't 
even see a speck of white on Grey anymore, making him resemble 
one of those rare black Furfrou. Some of the team is also burned, 
like Gallows, whose leg fur has been burned off and replaced with 
painful red marks. 


However, it's Nettle that's the worst off. His once leafy body is now a 
sickly brown and his bouquets have been eaten away completely. 
His white, flowery crown is now a charred black and with every 
movement he makes, petals crumble away. It won't be long before 
he is completely bald. 


Despite this, they all stand boldly before you, their unwavering gazes 
not broken by their dire conditions. 


"Lyssa, we're leaving," Nettle states firmly. "Come on, we need to 
hurry." 


"|... How did all of you get in here?" you babble. "| thought that if the 
dungeon doesn't want you inside it-" 


"What do you think all of the fire is for?" Nettle asks rhetorically. "You 
think the dungeon spontaneously exploded?" 


You then notice Camellia sitting atop Meteora's head. Not only does 
the little Emolga carry the team's bag, but she has something 
peculiar in her paws. You notice she's holding a seed and seems 
ready to throw it at any moment. They radiate with volatile energy. 


"You... you blew up the dungeon with Blast Seeds!" you cry. 


"Sure did," Gallows chuckles. "Didn't know if it would work, but hey, | 
guess no one ever thought of throwing ten of those things at once. 
Now let's go. Before the dungeon actually starts fighting back." 


You don't move. This is all too much for you. They actually came 
back. Despite you attacking them and telling them you wanted 
nothing to do with them anymore, they came back for you. They are 
daring to do the impossible and rescue you, even if it means they'll 
die. 

Grey grumbles as he hurries toward you and clamps his jaws down 
on your neck. His teeth grab hold of your loose skin, making it so 
that it doesn't hurt. But you still yelp out of surprise. 


"We've leaving. Now," he growls. "I'll drag you out of this dungeon if 
you don't get moving." 


"Okay okay!" you say hurriedly as you push him away. 


He releases you and you rub your neck with a grimace. Meteora 
turns back toward the way the group came. The Tyrunt gestures 
everyone forward with one of her claws. 


"Time to get out of here!" she says with a stamp of her feet. 
She charges toward the wall of flames again and everyone follows 
right behind her, with the exception of Wisp floating right above her 


and Camellia. You chase after them, Grey keeping close behind you 
in case you decide to abandon them. 


DO 
NOT 
LEAVE 


You hear the dungeon roaring this in your mind, commanding you 
return to your den. Hearing its terrifying voice fills your veins with ice. 


Tendrils suddenly sprout out of the ground and ensnare you, pulling 
you to your knees. More tendrils burst from the burning forest even 
as they screech in pain and drag you toward your den. 


THIS 
IS 
YOUR 
HOME 


Before the tentacles can take you far, Gallows jumps in and 
unleashes a barrage of wind from her horn. They slice your bindings 
apart with ease and leave them shrieking and squirming like dying 
worms. Grey snags the back of your neck as he drags you away 
while Nettle wraps you up in his own vines, which are pitifully short 
and lack any thorns. The Roserade then throws you across the 
Furfrou's back. Grey almost buckles beneath your weight, but quickly 
adjusts and picks up his pace. 


The burning forest howls as your team charges into the flames. They 
don't even try to put out the fires; they instead rush right into them 
and don't stop moving. They all run forward in a straight line, 
undoubtedly running straight for the exit without any detours. 


You would think they'd try to put out the fires, but then you remember 
none of them know any water moves and none of their ground-based 
abilities will have any lasting effect on the flames. All they can do is 
run for the exit. 


You hiss as the flames lick your fur, but you don't flee or bolt off 
Grey's back. You don't, because you see more of the dungeon's 
tendrils snaking their way along the ground and coming for you. You 
spew more fire at the tendrils, but even as they catch fire and 
disintegrate, they won't stop coming for you. Even as they melt 
before your eyes, they fling themselves at you, desperate to have 
you. Desperate to make you theirs forever. 


They encircle around Grey's ankles and drag him down. He barks as 
he's pulled, but he refuses to go down without a fight. He sinks his 
fangs into the tendrils and rips them apart relentlessly, even as they 
melt and get inside his mouth. He's so quick that he frees himself 
within seconds and bolts after the group. More tendrils reach for the 
Furfrou, but Wisp is quick to counter. She throws up her feelers and 
blasts them with wind gusts, hurling them into the flames. Her wind 
fans the flames, making them burn brighter and stronger as they 
continue to consume the dungeon with increased vigor. 


The dungeon wails louder as several trees fall onto your path. 
"Oh no you don't! That's not gonna work on us!" Meteora cries. 
She ducks her head as she charges ahead of the group. 

"No, stop!" Grey barks. 

He's right; she's too small. The trees are thicker than Onix. If she 
dares ram them, she'll shatter her skull. But she keeps running, 
screaming as she picks up speed. 


"Meteora, you're not strong enough!" Grey screams again. 


" YES | AM!" she declares with a true leader's fearless bravado. 
"WE'RE ALL GOING TO LEAVE! RAAAWWWWWWWRRRR!" 


White light surrounds her body as she drastically changes in size. 
You hear her bones cracking as she quickly grows into a behemoth. 


The light fades, and she is now a full-grown Tyrantrum. She roars 
furiously as she charges the trees in her newer, stronger body. 


With a loud crash, she rushes straight into a downed, burning tree 
and sends it hurling into the distance. She doesn't stop running as 
she rushes the other trees now impeding your path, ramming her 
skull into every single one without any hesitation. You see her flinch 
with every impact, but she is relentless. Even as bits of her horns are 


chipped away with every headbutt, she doesn't stop. She keeps 
smashing through the forest, clearing the path for everyone else. 
Everyone slows down to let her stay ahead, as although she is 
mightier than ever, her speed has decreased significantly. You're 
amazed that she's able to adapt to her body so well after just 
evolving, but perhaps it's the adrenaline. Perhaps it's driving her 
forward. 


You can see the exit now. It's a black hole in the middle of a raging 
fire, the night itself waiting for you outside. Your heart flutters at the 
sight. 


NO 


A migraine suddenly hits and you nearly fall off Grey from the pain. 
The dogs begin squirming in your stomach again. You hear their 
yipping even in the burning chaos all around you. They paw at you, 
desperately trying to get out as you suddenly find it impossible to 
breathe. 


THIS 

IS 

YOUR 

HOME 

You cry out as the pain threatens to break open your skull. You leap 
off Grey as he's busy tearing apart another tendril that's encircled 
itself around his legs, but you don't run deeper into the dungeon. You 
run straight for the exit as tears stream down your eyes. 


"THIS IS NOT MY HOME!" 


It burns. Everything burns. Your feet scream out in agony as you run 
across the blazing ground, but it sours you to move faster. You will 


die if you stay here, and the dungeon knows that. It would rather let 
you die as one of its own than ever let you go. 


You pass your teammates in your frenzy, even Meteora. You leap 
over all the trees she's bashing away, caring not that they're burning 
your paws or driving splinters into your skin. You're so close to the 
exit, you can feel the cool night air against your fur. You leap for the 
darkness, but something smashes into your side and throws you into 
a wall of fire. You screech as you scurry out of it and see that there is 
something blocking the exit. It's a Pangoro, and one that the 
dungeon has somehow kept under its control despite everything 
falling apart around you. 


The bear punches your chest. You scurry out of the way before the 
attack can connect, but he's just as fast. He trips you with a low 
sweeping kick and as you fall, he smashes a fist into your stomach. 
The breath is knocked out of you as you slam into a downed tree. 
You wheeze pathetically as the dogs inside your stomach whimper 
and whine. You struggle onto your feet, but the bear is coming for 
you. He's charging at you, eyes blazing with fury. 


Gallows suddenly emerges from the thickening smoke and tackles 
the Pangoro down. She growls as she leaps off the downed bear 
and takes on a threatening pose, teeth bared and tail raised. 


"Go!" she cries. "Get out of here!" 


The bear makes a growl of its own as it charges her, fist glowing with 
a metallic sheen. Her eyes glow white as she abruptly darts out of 
the way, even as the bear launches another attack. It launches a 
flurry of punches at her, but she expertly dodges every one of them 
with masterful leaps. 


However, it only lasts so long. Eventually the glow in her eyes 
vanishes and the Pangoro gets a hit on her. It smashes her into the 
ground and then before she can get up, it snatches her horn. It pulls 
with ferocious might as it slams a foot into Gallows’ spine, keeping 
her grounded as it yanks the horn. 


You hear the horn beginning to snap as Gallows wails. She blasts 
the bear with a pillar of dark energy, but the creature is relentless. 


You rush the bear as you fully extend your claws, even as the 
headache threatens to tear your head open. You leap into the air and 
slash the creature's face with all your might. It screeches as you 
drag your claws directly over the eyes and watch blood trickle down 
its face in a steady stream. 


A sickening crack fills the air. 


The bear stumbles to the ground and howls as it clutches at its eyes, 
but it is not empty-handed. Laying beside it is a large chunk of 
Gallows' horn. You turn to the Absol to find her clutching the stump 
that was once her species' greatest power, holding back screams as 
blood gushes from the wound. You see everyone else finally catch 
up to you two and witness the horror of the scene. 


Meteora doesn't hesitate to chomp her jaws down on the blind 
Pangoro. You don't even hear it scream as she severs the huge bear 
in half with ease. 


"Oh gods, Gallows!" Wisp cries as she rushes toward her and feebly 
wraps the bleeding stump with her scarf. 


Absol shoos the Drifloon away as she gets back to her feet, however 
weakly. She gestures to the exit, which waits unguarded. However, 
you know that won't be for long. The dungeon will send someone 
else if you don't hurry. You can hear more creatures in the distance 
coming for you, and the ground is shuddering with even more 
tendrils. 


"We need to leave," she coughs out. "Worry about me later." 


Wisp looks reluctant, but all she has to do is take one look at the 
flames closing in on everyone to know she's right. Nettle approaches 
the Absol and wraps her up in the pitiful remains of his vines as he 
runs forward, the last of his once beautiful floral crown withering 


away as the two of them run through the exit. Everyone else quickly 
follows. 


Legions of shadowy figures suddenly sprint toward the group from 
every direction, the dungeon's last attempt to kill all of you. 


Camellia throws her Blast Seed directly behind the group before the 
creatures can reach any of you. 


There is a loud, bright explosion, and all seven of you are blown off 
their feet and sent flying into the exit. 


The last thing you hear is the dungeon's frantic wailing as it is 
consumed by the flames. 


Everyone flies out of the dungeon and hits the ground hard. Despite 
the burning pain and the ringing in everyone's ears, you all get up 
and keep running. None of you can stop, not until you get as far 
away from the dungeon as possible. 


You all keep running away from the burning forest until the dungeon 
is nothing more than a hazy, orange speck in the distance. It is only 
then does the group finally stop. 


Gallows and Nettle collapse immediately. Mercifully they're both still 
alive and only need to rest. Grey makes a strange, coughing bark 
sound as he lays down and weakly shakes himself, trying to shake 
the soot from his fur. You can see the tendrils have left hideous, 
iridescent marks on his legs where they touched him, along with 
inside his mouth. They don't seem to hurt him despite looking similar 
to burn wounds, but you hope they aren't permanent. 


Meteora slowly approaches Nettle and settles beside him, as to not 
make the ground quake with her new gigantic size before glumly 
rubbing her skull where her once magnificent horns were. There are 
only small chips of yellow protruding around her eyes now, 
destroying much of her natural Tyrantrum ferocity. 


Camellia and Wisp, the only two that didn't sustain any damage 
besides a few burn marks, attend to Gallows and Nettle's injuries. 
Camellia gingerly applies pressure to Gallows' wound as she waits 
for the bleeding to stop while Wisp softly rubs away all the burning, 
useless plant-like flesh still clinging to Nettle's body. Meteora helps 
Nettle by scrubbing his dying leaves with her rocky snout, though it's 
obvious she's struggling with doing so. She's much too large now 
and she could easily hurt him. Even still, she does her best to be 
gentle. 


You cough out some soot from your lungs as you fall onto your side, 
too fatigued to stand anymore. All seven of you remain silent as the 
dungeon continues to burn in the distance. No one has the energy to 
do anything right now but recuperate. 


All of you are quiet for so long that eventually the sun begins to rise 
and cast its warm, healing light upon each of you. The life-giving 
rays invigorate Nettle enough for him to wake up. His entire body is 
covered in yellowing, wilting plant-flesh, but he still manages to 
smile, somehow. He slowly sits up and looks toward the dungeon, as 
do you, and you see that it is mostly burnt to the ground now. What 
was once a mighty, impenetrable forest is now nothing more than a 
pitiful bush. In a few more minutes, it'll be nothing but ashes. 


"Can you hear the dungeon anymore?" Nettle asks you, his once 
confident and booming voice now weak and frail. 


You take a moment to listen. You wait for its call, for it to beg you to 
come back, but it never does. The headache it had afflicted you with 
is gone and there are no dogs in your stomach. You are free from its 
influence. 


You don't even need to say anything, Nettle knows. He laughs 
quietly as he nudges Gallows, who has been resting tiredly beside 
him this whole time. She opens her eyes and slowly sits up, letting 
you see that her horn has stopped bleeding. It's a pitiful sight, seeing 
such an integral part of her species tarnished this way. Only the base 
of her horn remains, a useless stump. 


"We saved Lyssa," Nettle tells her. "We did it." 


Gallows looks to you with a blank stare. She then looks to the 
dungeon and watches it burn for a moment longer before looking 
back at you. She smiles and this time, the sight of her many canines 
doesn't frighten you. Her smile is warm, generous, and welcoming. 
You finally see her as the good-hearted Pokémon she is, not the 
monster the dungeon wanted you to see her as. 


"I'm glad... I'm so glad..." she says, tears beginning to form in her 
eyes. "So there is a way to save Pokémon from dungeons... there 
really is..." 


She lets the tears flow freely down her face as she cries tears of joy, 
tears of regret, tears of relief. Wisp drifts toward her and rubs her 
head softly as the Absol continues to weep openly. Camellia joins 
the Drifloon in comforting the Absol while Grey and Meteora stay 
beside you, smiling softly in return. 


"I'm sorry about your horn..." Meteora says tenderly, somehow still 
sounding kind and thoughtful even with her deeper, more ferocious 
Tyrantrum voice. "Are you going to be okay? Can you still have 
premonitions without it...?" 


"No, | don't think | will," she says. "But... it's okay. It is, really. If | had 
to pay the price of my horn to receive the knowledge that the 
dungeon's curse is curable... | can live with that." 


"Well looks like we both paid that price," Meteora says with a weak 
laugh. "My horns aren't going to grow back either. I'm going to be a 
funny looking Tyrantrum..." 


The two of them laugh in a bittersweet sort of way before they start 
coughing again and need to stop. More silence fills the group as 
everyone watches the last of the dungeon burn. You look out for the 
little wisps, the seeds of the dungeon you had seen in your visions, 
but they never appear. This dungeon is dead and you are now 
watching what remains of its corpse reduce to nothing. 


"So what now?" Grey asks after a while. 


"That's a good question,” Nettle says as he settles the charred 
remains of his bouquets into his lap. "We could always go back to 
the guild and continue to be scouts. We could all go about our lives 
and keep an ear out for anyone that's suffered the same fate as 
Lyssa or Thunder." 


"Or... we could do something different," Gallows then says. "We 
could leave behind our lives as scouts and start our own guild. We 
could use the knowledge we gained here today and found a guild 
entirely on resisting the dungeons' curses. We could rescue those 
dungeons have ensnared and eliminate the dungeons altogether." 


"Well we don't know if blowing up dungeons will eradicate all of 
them," Nettle says with a chuckle. "| doubt blasting open an 
underwater dungeon would have the same effect as it did witha 
forest one." 


But Gallows isn't dismayed. She only smiles wider. 


"And that's what the guild's purpose will be; to discover how to 
effectively combat dungeons of all types," she says. "A guild of 
research, of hope, of salvation from a cruel fate no one deserves." 


"You've thought about this for a while, haven't you?" Nettle says, 
sharing that same smile. "You're always coming up with good ideas, 
Gallows. Sometimes | think you should be the leader instead of me." 


"Please, | couldn't handle all the responsibility," she says witha 
snicker. "I'm better off as an advisor. You can keep taking the blame 
for everything when things go wrong." 


"| still think it's a good idea," Nettle says. "I could reach out to my 
uncle and see if he could help us build a base." 


"Yeah!" Wisp says, clasping her feelers with glee. "That sounds 
amazing! I'm all in! Maybe we can even figure out why there's sucha 


shortage of certain goods too that are only inside dungeons! We 
could do all kinds of stuff this way!" 


"Oh yeah, that's a wonderful idea!" Meteora says with a huge smile 
of her own. "You guys would be taking out the problem at the source, 
and you could probably still loot the places while you're at it!" 


She then turns to you, Grey, and Camellia, her eyes glimmering 
eagerly. 


"Whaddya guys say, you wanna do it?" she asked. "You wanna leave 
behind our lives as scouts and actually take out some dungeons so 
they're not a problem anymore?" 


"Absolutely," Grey says, without even a moment's hesitation. 


"It sounds scary but... so is everything we did as scouts," Camellia 
says with a bashful smile. "And we've somehow lived through it all... 
so | don't see why we can't survive this too. And we get to help 
Pokémon more directly this way. Yeah, yeah | think I'd love to help." 


Everyone then turns directly to you. They all eagerly wait to see what 
you say. You know that they will let you go if you don't want to do 
this. They know you've gone through enough and that you deserve 
freedom from the horrors that almost ensnared you. 


But you don't want that. You want to fight back. You are a Zangoose, 
a fierce beast that never backs down, not a cowardly Meowth who 
cowers at her own shadow. You never want anyone to ever 
experience what you did. 


You smile at the group, and they know exactly what is on your mind. 
Gallows looks to Nettle. 


"If you would,” she says with a gesture of her paw. "You're much 
better at theatrics than | am." 


Nettle smirks as he looks over the motley group of tired, but 
determined Pokémon with spirits shining brighter than the sun. 


"| declare this to be the humble beginning of a new guild, the guild 
that will one day proudly proclaim themselves as those that saved 
the world from the ravenous clutches of dungeons that will stop at 
nothing to devour everything it ensnares. 


"From this day on... we will renounce our titles as scouts to The 
Blackscale Guild. Instead we will take on the roles of advisors and 
leaders amongst a new guild, one of our own making. From today 
onward, we dedicate our lives to The Reclamation Guild, the first 
guild in all the world to take a stand against the dungeons, to save 
the lives of the countless souls it has claimed and will continue to 
claim. 


"And we will stop at nothing to eradicate the disease we call Mystery 
Dungeons." 


-The End- 


